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TO THE 
. 

f J * 'ft- 

RIGHT HONOURABLE 
; ** * ’ . i . 1 r c ^ '' * * <■ ~-,.V 

CHARLES 
• 1 

• x 

Earl of Dorfet and Middle[ex, 
fV'/i Ji-i ‘ _ 1‘ 

Lord Chamberlain of His Majejlys Houjhold, and flight 

of the- Moft Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 

. MT LQXP,, 
: . /Ts ' ’ . 

' • A Young Poet, is liable to the fame Vanity and 
Indifcretion with a Young Lover $ and the 
Great Man that fmiles upon one, and the Fine 

Woman that looks kindly upon t’other, are each of 
’em in Danger of having the Favour publifh’d with 
the firft Opportunity. 

But there may be a different Motive, which will a 
little diftinguifli the Offenders. For tho’ one fhould 
have a Vanity in ruining another’s Reputation, yet the 
other may only have an. Ambition to advance his own. 

’ ■; -' 1 And 



The Dedication. 
And 1 Beg leave, my Lord, that I may plead the latter, 
both as the Caufe and Excufe of this Dedication. 

Whoever is King, is alfo the Father of his Country 3 
and as no body can difpute Your LordAiip’s Monarchy 

in Toetry 3 fo all that are concern’d, ought to acknow¬ 
ledge Your Univerfal Patronage: And it is only pre¬ 
fuming on the Priviledge of a Loyal Subject, that I have 
ventur’d to make this my Addrefs of Thanks, to Your 
Lordfliip 3 which at the fame time, includes a Prayer 
for Your Protection. 

I am not Ignorant of the Common Form of Poetical 
Dedications, which are generally made up of Panegyricks, 
where the Authors endeavour to diftinguifh their Pa¬ 
trons, by the Alining Characters they give them, above 
other Men. But that, my Lord, is not ftiy bufinefs 
at this time, nor is Your LordAiip now to be diftin- 
guiAi’d. I am contented with the Honour I do my felf 
in this Epiftle 3 without the Vanity of attempting to 
add to, or explain Your LordAiip’s Character. 

I confels it is not without fome ftrugling, that I behave 
my felf in this Cafe, as I ought : For it is very hard 
to be plealed with a Subject, and yet forbear it. But 
I chule rather to follow Tlinys Precept, than his Ex¬ 
ample, when in his Panegyrick to the Emperour Tra¬ 
jan, he fays, 

Kcc minus conjiderabo quid aures ejus pati 
pojfint, Qucmi quid virtutibus debeatur. 

I hope I may be excus’d the Pedantry of a Quota¬ 
tion, when it is lo juftly apply’d. Here are fome Lines 

in 



The Dedication. 
in the Print, ( and which your Lordfliip read before, 
this Play was Acted) that were omitted on the Stage y 

and particularly one whole Scene in the Third Act, 
which not only helps the Defign forward with lefs 
Precipitation, but alfo heightens the ridiculous Character 
of Forejigbt, which indeed feems to be maim’d 
without it. But I found my felf in great dan¬ 
ger of a long Play, and was glad to help it where 
I could. Tho’ notwithftanding my Care, and the kind 
Reception it had from the Town 5 I could heartily 
wifti it yet flhorter : But the Number of Different 
Characters reprefented in it, would have been too much 
crowded in lels room. 

This Reflection on Prolixity, (a Fault, for which 
fcarce any one Beauty will attone) warns me not to be 
tedious now, and detain Your Lordfhip any longer 
with the Trifles of, 

MY L0<BJ>, 

Your Lordjbips 

Mojl Obedient 

and Mojl Humble 

Servant, 

© 

WILL. CONGREVE 
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PROLOGUE 
FOR 

The opening of the new Play-Houfe, 
propos’d to be fpoken by Mrs. Bract- 
girdle in Man’s Cloaths. 

< 
Sent from an unknown Hand. 

CUSTOM, which every where bears mighty Sway, 
Brings me to a£l the Orator to Day: 

But Women, you will fay, are ill at Speeches, 
Tis true, and therefore I appear in Breeches: 

Not for Example to you City-Wives 3 
That by Brefcription s fetled for your Lives, 
Was it for gain the Husband fir ft confentedl 
0 yes, their Gains are mightily augmented: 

And yet, methinks, it mujl haVe coft fome Strife : 
A BaJJiVe Husband, and an ABiVe Wife ! 

Tis awkward, Very awkward, by my Life. 

But to my Speech, Affiemblies of all Nations 

Still are fupposd to open with Orations: 

Mine Jball begin, to Jhew our Obligations. 

L 

\ * W 

Making Horns with 
her Hands over her 
Head. 

To 



To you, our Benefattors, lowly Bowing, 

Whofe Favours haVe presented our undoing 5 
A long Egyptian Bondage we endur’d, 
Tdl Freedom, by your juflice we procur’d: 

Our Taskyn afters were grown fuck 'Very Jews, 
We muft at length have Blayd in Wooden Shooes; 
Had not your Bounty taught us to refu/e. ^ 
Freedom’s of growth, I thinly, alone} 
What for lojl Englifh Freedom can attone ? 

A Free-born Blayer loaths to be compel! d 
Our Balers Tyranifd, and We %ebel(d. ’ 
Freedom! the Wife Man s WifJ?, the Boor Man s Wealth 

Which you, amd I, and mo ft of us enjoy by Stealth 

The Soul of Tleafure, and the Sweet of Life, ' 

The Womans Charter, Widdow, Maid or Wife, 
This they’d have cancell d, and thence grew the Strife. 

But you perhaps? wou’d have me here confejs 

How we obtain’d the Favour $—Cant you guefs l 

Why then III tell you, (for I hate a Lye)1 - " . ' : 
By Brib’ry, errant Brib’ry, let me dye : 

1 was their Agent, but by JoVe I fwear 

Ho honourable Member had a fhare 
Tho’ young and able Members bid me Fair: 

I choje a wijer way to make you willing, 
Which has not coft the Houje a fingle Shilling 3 
How you JuJpeft at leaft I went a Billing. 

You jee I m Young, and to that Air of Youth, 

Some will add Beauty, and a little Truth 3 
Theje Bow’rful Charms, improv’d by Bow’rful Arts, 

BreVaild to captivate your opning Hearts. 



Thus furritjtid, I preferd my poor Petition, 

And brib’d ye to commiferate our Condition: 

I Laugh’d, and Sigh’d, and Sung, and Leer d upon ye j 
With ftoguifh LoVmg Looks, a?id that way won ye : 

The Young Men kifs'd me, and the Old I kifs’d, 
And luringly, I led them as I lift. 

The Ladies in meer Pity took^ our Parts, 

Pity’s the darling Pajjion of their Hearts, 

Thus Bribing, or thus Brib’d, fear no Bifgraces 5 
For thus you may take Bribes, and keep your Places. 
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Spoken at the opening of the New Houfe,, • 

a 
V‘ . 

1 \ 

By Mr. Betterm. 2 
» . i * V 

/ tif^'H E Husbandman in vain renews his Toil, 
1 To yiltivate each Tear a hungry Soil; 

And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 
When what ffjould feed the Tree, devours the Root r 
W unladen Boughs, he fees, certain Dearth, 
Vnlefs tranfplanted to more kindly Earth. 
So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours loft upon the ungrateful Ground, 
This laft and only Remedy have proved ; 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd. 
Well may they hope, when you fo kindly aid, 
And plant a Soil which you fo rich have made. 
As Nature gave the World to Man's frftAge, 
So from your Bounty, we receive this Stage ; 
The Freedom Man was born to, you've reft or* d, 
And to our World, juch Plenty you afford, 
It feems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord 
But fince in Paradife/m/ Fiefh gave way, 
And when but two were, made, both went aflray; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 
If in our larger Family we grieve 
One falling Adam, andjne tempted Eve.. 
We who remain, would'gratefully repay 
What our Endeavours can, and bring this day, 
The Firfi-fruit Offering, of a Virgin Play. 

We 



We hope there*sfomething that may pleafe each Tafle, 
And tho' of Homely Fare we make the Feafl, 
Tet you will find variety at leaf. 
There's Humour, which for ch earful Friends we got, 

And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 
We've fomething too, to gratifie ill Nature, 
(If there be any here) and that is Satire. 
Tho Satire fcarce dares grin ft is grown fomild; 
Or onlyfhews its Teeth, as if it fmiVd. 
As Ajfes Thi’files, Poets mumble Witj 
And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 
They hold their Pens., dj Swords are held by Fools, 
And are afraid to ufe. their own Edge-Tools. 

Since the Plain-Dealers Scenes of Manly Rage> 
Not one has dat'd to lafh this Crying Age. 
This time, the Poet owns the bold EJfay, 

' Tet hopes there's no ill-manners in his Play : 
And he declares by me, he has defign'd 
Affront to none, but frankly fpeaks his mind. 
And fhou'd the enfuing Scenes not chance to hit, 
He offers but this one Excufe, 'twas writ 
Before your late Encouragement of Wit. 
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Spoken at the opening of the New Houfe, 

By Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
, . t SV RE Providence at firfi, design'd this Place 

To be the Player's Refuge in dft refs ; 
For fill in every Storm, they all run hither, 
As to a Shed, that fbields 'em from the Weather. 
But thinking of this change which laft befel us, 
IPs like what I have heard our Poets tell us: _ ' 
For when behind our Scenes their Suits are pleading, 
To help their Love, fometimes they jhow their Reading ; 
And wanting ready Cafb to pay for Hearts, 
They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 
Once of Philosophers they told us Stories, 

Whom, as I think they calPd—— Py--Py thagories, 

WK 

j 0 

Pm fure ’tis [ome fuch Latin Name they give 'em, 
And we, who know no bet tier, mufl believe 'em. 
Now to thefe Men (fay they) fuch Souls were given. 
That-after Death, ne're went to Hell, nor Heaven, 
But liv'd, I know not how, in Beafls ; and then 
When many Tears were paft, in Men again. 
Methinks, we Players refemble fuch a Soul, 
That, does from Bodies, we from Houfes fir ole. 
Thus Ariltotle’j Soul, of old that was. 
May now be damn'd to animate an Afs; 

Or 



Or in this very Houfe, for ought we know, 
Is doing gainful Penance in fome Beau, t* 
And this our Audience, which did once refort 
To (hining Theatres to fee our Sport, 
Now find us tofs'd into a Tennis-Court. 
Thefe Walls but Pother Day were filPd.with Noife 

Of Roaring Game filers, and your Damme Boys. 
Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompafs'd, 
And now they're fill'd with Jefis, and Flights, and Bomb aft ! 
I vow, I don't much like this Tranfmigration, 
Stroling from Place to Place, by Circulation. 
Grant Heaven, we don't return to our fir ft Station. 
I know not what thefe think, but for my Part, 

1 can't reftetl without an aking Heart, 
How wejhou'd end in our Original, a Cart. 
But we can't fear, fince you're fo good to fave us, 
That you have only fet as up, to leave us. 
Thus from the paft, we hope for future Grace, 
I deg it- 
And fome here know I have a begging Pace. 
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour. 
For a clear Stage wont do, without your Favour. 

y 

Perfonse 



Perform Dramatis. 

I 
Scandal, 

Tattle. 
« 

Ben. 

M E N. - • By- 
Sir Sampfon Legend, father to Valentine and Ben. Mi*. Underhill. 

Valentine. Fallen under his Father’s DiF \ 
pleafure by his expenfivcCMr< B,tterton_ 
way of living, inlovewith\ 
Angelica. ^ 

His Friend, a Free Speaker. Mr. Smith. 

A half-witted Beau, vain oF> 
his Amours,yet valuing him-£»Mr. Boman. 
felf for Secrefie. J * 

Sir Sampfon’s Younger Son,a 
half home-bred, and half-r*, n 
Sea-bred, defign’d to marryC1 r* 
Mils Prue. * 

An illiterate Old Fellow, pee- 
vifh and pofitive, fuperfti-/ 
tious, and pretending to un-( ., 0 r » 
derftand Aftrology,aPalrai-( Mn Swforl 
Fry, Fhifiognomy, Omens,\ 
Dreams, &c. Uncle to An- J 
gelica. 

Servant to Valentine. Mr. Bowen. 
A Scrivener. Mr. Triffufis. 
A Lawyer. Mr. Freeman. 

A 

Forefight. 

Jeremy. 
Trap land. 
Buckram. 

. WOMEN. 
Angelica. 

O* 

Mrs. Forefight. 
Mrs. Frail. 

\ 

Mils Prue. 

Nurfe 
Jenny. 

By 
Niece to Forefight, of a confi-p 
derable Fortune in her own > Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Hands. i) 

Second Wife to Forefight. Mrs. Bowman. 
Siller to Mrs. Forefight, a? 
Woma n of the Town. j ^*rs* Larry. 

Daughter to Forefight by a -> 
former Wife,a filly,awkard,>Mrs. Miff 
Country Girl. '• . S " 

to Mifs. Mrs. Leigh. 
Maid to Angelica. / Mrs. Lawjon. 

A Steward, Officers, Sailers, and leveral Servants. 

The SCENE in LONDON 



C I ) 

— ---- ■ 1 ■ -- 

LOVE for LOVE. 

ACT I. SCENE I. , 
{ ! . > • 

Valentine in his Chamber Reading,, Jeremy waiting. 
1 ' - 

« 

Several Books upon the Table. < 
i » 

Val. TT Ercmy:, 
H Jere. Sir. . . 
I VaL Here, take away 5 I’ll walk a turn, and digeft 
• what I have read-— 

Jere. You’ll grow Devilifh fat upon this Paper-Diet. [Afide, 
[and taking away the Books. 

Val. And d ye hear, go you to Breakfaft—— There’s a Page 
doubled down in Epittetus > that is a Feaft for an Emperour. 

Jere. Was Epittetus a real Cook, or did he only write Receipts? 
Val. Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetite; learn to live 

upon Inftru&ion; feaft your Mind, and mortifie your Flelh ; Read, 
and take your Ncurilhment in at your Eyes; fhut up your Mouth, 
and chew the Cud of Underflanding. So Epittetus advifes. 

Jere. O Lord 1 I have heard much of him, when I waited up¬ 
on a Gentkman at Cambridge : Pray what was that Epittetus ? 

Val. A very rich Man. •• ■ ■. Not worth a Groat. 
Jere. Humph, and fo he has made a very fine Feaft, where 

there is nothing to be eaten. 
Val. Yes. 
Jere. Sir, you’re a Gentleman, and probably underftand this 

fine Feeding : But if you pleafe, I had rather be at Board-Wages. 
Does your Epittetus, or your Seneca here, or any of thefe poor, 
rich Rogues, teach you how to pay your Debts without Money? 
Wdl they ihut up the Mouths of your Creditors ? Will Plato be 

for you? Or Diogenes, becaufe he underftands Confinement, 
B and 



C 1 ) 
and liv’d in a Tub, go to Prifon for you? ’Slife, Sir, what do you 
mean, to mew your felf up here with Three or Four mufty 
Books, in commendation of Starving and Poverty > 

Val. Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know it; and there¬ 
fore refolve to rail at all that have : And in that I but follow the 
Examples of the wifeft and wittieft Men in all Ages,* thefe Poets 
and Philofophers whom you naturally hate, for juft fuch another 
Reafon ; becaufe they abound in Senfe, and you are a Fool. 

Jere. Aye, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, Heav’n help 
me, * I’m poor enough to be a Wit— But I was always a Fool, 
when I told you what your Expences would bring you to; your 
Coaches and your Liveries; your Treats and your Balls; your be- 
in^in Love with a Lady, that did not care a Farthing for you in 
your Prolperity ; and keeping Company with Wits, that car’d for 
nothing but your Profperity; and now when you are poor, hate 
you as much as they do one another. '£ 

Val. Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportunity jto be 
reveng’d on ’em all; I’ll purfue Angelica with more Love than 
ever, and appear more notorioufly her Admirer in this Reftraint, 
than when I openly rival’d the rich Fops, that made Court to her* 
fo (hall my Poverty be a Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps, 
make her compaftionate that Love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this Lownefsof Fortune. And for the Wits, I’m fure I’m 
in a Condition to be even with them- 

Jere. Nay, your Condition is pretty even with theirs, that’s 
the truth on’t. 

Val. I’ll take fome of their Trade out of their Hands. 
Jere. Now Heav’n of Mercy continue the Tax upon Paper; you 

don’t mean to write ! 
Val. Yes, I do; I’ll write a Play. 
Jere. Hem! —Sir, if you pleafe to give me a fmall Certifi¬ 

cate of Three Lines-only to certifie thofe whom it may con¬ 
cern ; That the Bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by Name, has for 
the fpace of Sev’n Years truly and faithfully ferv’d Valentine Le¬ 
gend Efq; and that he is not now turn’d away for any Mifde- 
meanour ; but does voluntarily difmifs his Mafter from any future 
Authority over him—- — 

Val. No, Sirrah, you (hall live with me ftill. 



• ( 3,> 
Jere. Sir, it’s impoflible—-T may die with you, ftarVe with 

you, or be darn’d with your Works: But to live even Three days, 
the Life of a Play, I no more expert it, thaa to be Canoniz’d 
for a Mufe after my Deceafe. 

VaL You are witty, you Rogue, I (hall want your Help;-~ 
rll have you learn to make Couplets, to tag the ends of Adh : 
d’ye,hear, get the Maids to Crambo in an Evening, and learn the 
knack of Rhiming’; you may arrive at the height of a Song, fent 
by an unknown Hand, or a Chocolate-Houfe Lampoon. 

jfere. But Sir, Is this the way to recover your Father’s Favour ? 
Why Sir Sampfon will be irreconcilable. If your Younger Brother 
(hou’d come from Sea, he’d never look upon you again. You're 
undone, Sir; you’re ruin’d; you won't have a Friend left in the 
World, if you turn Poet-*Ah Pox confound that Will's Coffee- 
Houfe, it has ruin’d more Young Men than the Royal-Oak Lot* 
tery--Nothing thrives that belongs to’t. The Man of the 
Houfe would have been an Alderman by this time with half the 
Trade, if he had fet up in the City-For my part, I never ftt at 
the Door, that I don’t get double the Stomach that I do at a Horfe- 
Race.. The Air upon Banftead- Downs is nothing to it for a Whet- 
ter; yet I never fee it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me; 
fometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with pimping, and 
carrying BiUet-doux and Songs; not like other Porters for Hire, 
but for the Jefts fake. Now like a thin Chairman, melted down to 
half his Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon Tick, tovifitfome 
great Fortune; and his Fare to be paid him like the Wages of Sin, 
either at the Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death. 

Pal. Very well, Sir ; can you proceed? 
Jere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookfeller, with a meagre terri¬ 

fy’d Countenance, that looks as if he had written for himfelf, or 
were refolv'd to turn Author, and bring the relt of his Brethren 
into the fame Condition. And Laftly, In the Form of a worn- 
out Punk, with Verfes in her Hand, which her Vanity had pre- 
fer'd to Settlements, without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as 
ragged as one of the Mufes; or as if (he were carrying her Lin- 
nen to the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio Books, of Warn¬ 
ing to all Young Maids, not to prefer Poetry to good Senfe; or 
lying in the Arms of a needy Wit, before the Embraces of a weal¬ 
thy Fool. 

B z Enter 
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Enter Scandal. 

Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth ? 
Val. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could mutter up) been 

declaiming againft Wit. 
Scan. Aye > Why then Im afraid Jeremy has Wit: For when¬ 

ever it is, its always contriving it’s own Ruine. 
Jere. Why fo I have been telling my Matter, Sir : Mr. Scandal, 

for tieaven s fake, Sir, try if you can diflwade him from turning 
Poet. 

Scan. Poet! He {hall turn Soldier firft, and rather depend upon 
the outlide of his Head, than the Lining. Why, what the Devil 
has not your Poverty made you Enemies enough ? Mutt you needs 
Ihewyour Wit to get more ? 

Jere Ay, more indeed; for who cares for any Body that has 
more Wit than himfelf? 

Scan. Jeremy fpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you fee how worth- 
lefs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty Man of fmall 
Fortune ? Why, he looks like a Writ of Enquiry into their Titles 
and Eftates; and feems Commiflion’d by Heav’n to feize the bet¬ 
ter half. 

c\ 

Val. Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and be reveng’d. 
Scan. Rail ? At whom > the whole World ? Impotent and 

vain ! Who would die a Martyr to Senfe in a Country where the 
Religion is Folly > You may ftand at Bay for awhile; but when 
the lull Cry is againft you, you w'on’t have fair Play for your Life. 
If you can’t be fairly run down by the Hounds, you will be trea- 
cheroufly fhot by the Huntfmen.—-No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, 
Quack, Lawyer, Parfon, be Chaplain to an Atheift, or Stallion 
to an Old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is w;orfe, 
more fervile, timorous, and fawning, than any 1 have nam’d : 
Without you could retrieve the Ancient Honours of the Name, re¬ 
call the Stage of Athens, and be allow’d the force of open honeft 
Satire. 

Val. You are as inveterate againft our Poets, as if your Chara¬ 
cter had been lately expos’d upon the Stage.--- 
Nay, lam not violently bent upon the Trade.- [One Knocks* 
Jerewy> fee who’s there. [£*. Jeremy] But tell me 

, what 
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what you would have me do ?-What do the World fay of me, 
and my forc’d Confinement > 

Scan. The World behaves it felf, as it ufed to do on fuch Occa- 
fions ,* fome pity you, and condemn your Father: Others excufc 
him, and blame you ; only the Ladies are merciful,and wifh you 
well, fince Love and Pieafurable Expence, have been your greateft 
faults. 

Enter Jeremy. 
v>‘ 

Val. How now > * 
Jere. Nothing new, Sir; I have difpatch’d fome half a Dozen 

Duns with as much Dexterity, as a hungry Judge dos Caufes at 
Dinner-time. • 

Val. What anfwer have you given ’em ? 
Scan. Patience, I fuppofe, the old Receipt. 
Jere. No, faith Sir; I have put ’em off fo long with patience 

and forbearance, and other fair words; that I was forc’d now to 
tell ’em in plain downright Enqlifb- 

Val. What? • '' . - ' * . 
Jere. That they Ihould be paid. 

* Val. When? 
Jere. To morrow. 
Val. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your word > 

• Jere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been fo very much ftretch’d, 
that I reckon it will break of courfe by to morrow, and no body 
be furpriz’d at the Matter—-[Knocking\-^A%p\n ! Sir, if you don’t 
like my Negotiation, will you be pleas’d to anfwer thefe your felf. 

Val. See who they are. [Exit Jere. 
By this, Scandal, you may fee what it is to be great ,* Secretaries 
of State, Prefidents of the Council, and Generals of an Army 
lead juft fuch a life as I do; have juft fuch Crowds of Vifitants in a 
morning, all foltciting of paft promifes; which are but a civiller 
fort of Duns, that lay claim to voluntary Debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having engaged their 
Attendance, and promis’d more than ever you intend to perform; 
are more perplex’d to find Evafions, thanyou would be to invent 
the honeft means of keeping your word, and gratifying your 
Creditors. 

. V& 
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Val. Scandal, learn to fpare your Friends, and do not provoke 
your Enemies; this liberty of your Tongue, will one day bring a 
Confinement on your Body, my Friend. 

Re-enter Jeremy; 
i. 

7ere. O Sir, there’s Trapland the Scrivener, with two fufpicious 
Fellows like lawful Pads, that wou’d knock a Man dowm with 
Pocket-Tipftaves,-And there’s your Father’s Steward, and the 
Nur<fe with one of your Children from Twitnam. 

yd. Pox on her, cou’d (he find no other time 
to fling my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this, [Gives Money. 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtlefs r 
two handed Whore, Die knows my Condition well enough, and 
might have overlaid the Child a Fortnight ago, if ihe had had any 
forecaft in her. 

Scan. What is it Bouncing Margery, and my Godfon? 
fere. Yes, Sir. 
Scan. My Blefiing to the Boy, with this Token [Gives Money. 

of my Love. And dee hear, bid Margery put more 
Flocks in her Bed, Ihift twice a Week, and not work fo hard, that 
ihe may not fmell fo vigorouily.—-I fhall take the Air fhortly. 

Val Scandal, don’t fpoil my Boy's Milk :-Bid Traplandcome 
in. if I can give that Cerlerut a Sop, I (hall beat reft for one 
day. ; [Exit Jcfemy. 

• • 1 i . i : i 
Enter Trapland and Jeremy. 

O Mr. Trapland! my old Friend! Welcome. Jeremy, a Chair 
quickly; A Bottle of Sack and a Toaft—fly—aChairfirft. 

Trap. A good Morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to you Mr. 
Scandal. 

Scan.. The Morning's a very good Morning, if you don’t fpoil it. 
Pal. Come fit you down, you know his way. 
TrapSi There is a Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500/. of pretty long 
Sits. S (landing.- 
Val. I cannot talk about Bufinefs with a Thirfty Palate.—Sirrah 

the Sack —- . 
Trap. And I defire to know what Courfe you have taken for the 

Payment ? Vd. 



Val. Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to fee you,—my 
Service to you,-fill, fill, to honefl Mr. Trapland, fuller. 

Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart.--This is nor to our Bufinefsj—- 
my Service to you Mr. Scandal-[.Drinks.3—I have forborn as 
long.- 

Val. T’other Glafs, and then we’ll talk. Fill, Jeremy. 
Trap. No more, in truth.-1 have forborn, I fay- 
Val. Sirrah, fill when Ibid you.-And how do’s your hand- 

fome Daughter.-Come a good Husband to her. [Drinks. 
Trap. Thank you-1 have been out of this Money.——, 
Val. Drink fir ft. Scandal, why do you not Drink ? [They Drink. 
Trap. And in lhort, I can be put off no longer. 
Val. I was much oblig’d to you for your Supply : It did me 

Signal Service in my neceflity. But you delight in doing good.-- 
Scandal, Drink to me, my Friend Trapland’s Health. Anhonefter 
Man lives not, nor one more ready to ferve his Friend in Diftrefs, 
tho’ I fay it to his face. Come, fill each Man his Glafs. 

Scan. What, I know Trapland bis been a Whereinafter,and loves 
a Wench flill. You never knew a Whoremafter, that was not aa 
honefl Fellow. ' 

Trap. Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew—— 
Scan. What don’t I know?-1 know the Buxom black Wid- 

dow in the Poultry-800 /. a Year Joynture, and zoooo l. in 
Money. A hah! Old Trap. 

Val. Say you fo$ I’faith: Come, we’ll remember the Widow: 5 
know where abouts you are: Come, to the Widow- 

Trap. No more indeed. 
Val. What, the Widows Health; give it him*-—off with it: 
. [They Drink. 

A Lovely Girl, Tfaith, black fparkling Eyes, foft pouting Ruby- 
Lips ! better fealing there, than a Bond for a Million, hah 1 

Trap. No, no, there’s no fuch thing, we’d better mind our buff 
nefs.-You’re a Wag. 

Pal. No faith, well mind the Widows bufinefs, fill again. —— 
Pretty round heaving Breafts,-a Barharj fhape, and a Jut with 
her Bum, would flir an Anchoret: And the prettied Foot l Oh if 
a Man could but fallen his Eyes to her Feet, as they ileal in and 
out, and play at Bo-peep under her Petticoats, ah l Mr. Trap- 
land * 

Trap. 
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Twp. Verily,give me a Glafs,—youVe a Wag,*—--and here’s 

to the Widow, [Drinks* 
Scan. He begins to Chuckle;.--ply him clofe, or he’l relapfe 

into a Dun. 

Enter Officer• 

Off. By your leave, Gentlemen,—Mr. Trapland, if we muft. 
do our Office, tell us.-We have half a dozen Gentlemen to Ar- 
reffrin ?all-Mali and Covent-Garden ; and if we don’t make hafte, 
the Chairmen will be abroad, and block up the Chocolate-Houfes, 
and then our labour’s loll. 

Trap. ’Udfo that’s true, Mr. Valentine I love Mirth, but buftnefs 
muft be done, are you ready to- 

Jere. Sir, your Father’s Steward fays he comes to make Propo- 
fals concerning your Debts. 

Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Traplandy fend away your Officer, 
You {hall have an anfwer prefently. 

Trap. Mr.Snap flay within Call. [Exit Officer* 

[Enter Steward andWhifpers Valentine. 
Scan. Here’s a Dog now, a Traytor in his Wine, Sirrah refund 

the Sack: Jeremy fetch him fome warm water, or I’ll rip up 
Stomach, and go the ffiorteft way to his Confcience. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are Uncivil; I did not Value your Sack; 
but you cannot expe& it again, when I have drank it. 

Scan. And how do you expeft to have your Money again,when 
a Gentleman has fpent it? 

Val. You need fay no more, I underftand the Conditions; they 
are very hard, but my Neceffity is very preffing, I agree to ’em, 
take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him draw the Writing-— 
Mr. Traplandy you know this Man, he {hall fatisfie you- 

Trap. Sincerely, l am loth to be thus preffing, but my neceflity. 
Val No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you {hall be paid. 
Trap. I hope you forgive me, my bufinefs requires- 

[Exeunt StewardTrap, and Jere. 
Scan. He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Execution. 
Val But l have got a Reprieve. 
Scan. I am furpriz’d; what do’s your Father relent ? 

Val. 
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Val. No ; He has fent me the hardeft Conditions in the World ■; 

You have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that was fent to Sea 
three Years ago ? This Brother,my Father hears is Landed; where¬ 
upon he very affldionately fends me w ord; If I will make a Deed 
of Conveyance of my Right to his Eflate after his Death, to my 
younger Brother, he will immediately furnifh me with Four thou- 
iand Pound to pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. This was 
once propos’d before, and I refus’d it,- but the prefent impatience 
of my Creditors for their Money,and my own impatience of Con¬ 
finement, and abfence from Angelica, force me to confent. 

Scan. A very defperate Demonftration of your love to Angelica: 
And I think fhe has never given you any affurance of hers. 
* Val. You know her temper; fhe never gave me any great rea- 
fon either for hope or defpair. 

Scan. Women of her airy temper, as they feldom think before 
they ad, fo they rarely give us any light to guefs at what they 
mean : But you have little reafon to believe that a Woman of this 
Age,who has had an indifference for you in your Profperity,will fall 
in love with your ill Fortune; befidts>Angelica has a great Fortune 
of her own; and great Fortunes either exped another great For¬ 
tune, or a Fool. 

* 

Enter Jeremy. 

7ere. More Misfortunes, Sir. 
Val. What, another Dun > 
5fere. No Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you. 
Val. Well, I can’t help it,«-you muft bring him up; He 

knows I don’t go abroad. [Exit Jeremy. 
Scan. Pox on him. I’ll be gone. 
Val. No.prithee flay : Tattle anti you fhould never be afunder ; 

you are light and fhadow, and fhew one another; he is perfedly 
thy reverfe both in humour and underftanding; and as you fet up 
for Defamation, he is a mender of Reputations. 

Scan. A mender of Reputations! aye, juft as he is a keeper of 
fecrets,another Vertue that he fets up for in the fame manner. For 
the Rogue will fpeak aloud in the pofture of a Whifper; and deny 
a Womans name, while he gives you the marks of her Perfon: He 
will forfwear receiving a Letter from her, and at the fame time, 

C fhew 
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fhew you her Hand upon the Superfcription: And yet perhaps he 
has Counterfeited the Hand too; and fworn to a truth ,* but he 
hopes not to be believ’d ; and refufes the reputation of a Ladies 
favour as a Do&or fays, No, to a Bifhoprick, only that it may be 
granted him.-In fhort, he is a publick Profefior of Secrefie, and 
makes Proclamation that he holds private Intelligence.-He’s 
here. 

A * 

- Enter Tattle. 
(i 

Tatt. Valentine good Morrow, Scandal I am Yours,—That is, 
when you fpeak well of me. 

Scan. That is, when i am yours ; for while I am my own, or 
any body’s elfe, that will never happen. 

Tatt. How Inhumane ! 
Val. Why Tattle, you need not be much concern’d at any thing 

that he fays: For to converfe with Scandal, is to play at Lofing 

Loadum; you mufl lofe a good Name to him, before you can win 
it for your felf. 

Tatt. But how Barbarous that is, and how unfortunate for him, 
that the World fhall -think the berter of any Perfon for his Calum¬ 
niation!— I thank Heav’n, it has always been a part of my Chara- 
«fter, to handle the Reputation of others very tenderly. 

Scan. Aye,fuch rotten Reputations as you have to deal with, are 
to be handl’d tenderly indeed. < 

Tatt. Nay, but why rotten ? Why fhould you fay rotten, when 
you know n'ot the perfons of whom you fpeak > How cruel that 
is ? 

Scan. Not know ’em > Why, thou n$ver had ft to do with any 
body that did not ftink to all the Town. 

Tatt. Ha, ha, ha ; nay, now you mpkea Jeft of it indeed. For 
there is nothing more known, than that no body knows any thing 
of that nature of me : As I hope to be fav’d, Valentine, I never 
expos’d a Woman, fince I knew what Woman was. 

Val. And yet you have convers’d with feveral. 
Tatt. To be free with you, I have-I don’t care if I own 

that-Nay more (I’m going to fay a bold Word now) I ne¬ 
ver could meddle with a Woman, that had to do with any body 
eife. 

Scan. 
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Scan. How! 
Val. Nay faith, Pm apt to believe him——Except her Hus¬ 

band, Tattle. 
Tatt. Oh that- 
Scan. What think you of that Noble1 Commoner, Mr$..Drab> 
Tati. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brags in three 

or four places, that I faid this and that, and writ to her, and did 
, I know not what-But, upon my Reputation, {he did me 

wrong-Well, well, that was Malice-But I know the 
bottom of if. She was brib’d to that by one that we all know— 
A Man too. Only to bring me into Difgrace with a certain Wo¬ 
man of Quality-- 

Scan. Whom we all know. 
Tatt. No matter for that—Yes, yes, every body knows— 

No doubt on'r, every body knows my Secrets-—But I foon fatis- 
fy'd the Lady of my Innocence; for I told her-Madam, fays 
I, there are fome Perfons who make it their Bufinefs to tell Sto¬ 
ries, and fay this and that of one and t’other, and every thing in 
the World ; and, fays I, if your Grace—- 

Scan. Grace! 
Tatt. O Lord, what have I faid ? my Unlucky Tongue! 
Val. Ha, ha, ha. 
Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haft more Impudence than one can in 

reafon expert: I {hall have an efteem for thee, well, and ha, ha,ha, 
well, go on, and what did you fay to her Grace ? 

Pal. I confefs this is fomething extraordinary. 
Tatt. Not a Word, as I hope to be fav'd ; an errant Lapfus Lin- 

gft#_Come, let's talk of fomething elfe. 
Val. Well, but how did you acquit your felf? 
Tatt. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally’d with you—— 

a Woman of ord'nary Rank was a little jealous of me, and I told 
her fomething or other, faith-1 know not what——Come, 
let’s talk of fomething elfe. [Hums a Song. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we ftiould en¬ 
quire. 

Tatt. Valentine, I Supp'd laft Night with your Miftrefs, and 
her Unkle Old Forefigbt: I think your Father lies at Foresight's. 

Val. Yes. 

C 2 Tatt. Upon 
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Tatt. Upon my Soul Angelicas a fine Woman^— And fo is 
Mrs. Forefight, and her Sifter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we all know her. 
Tatt. Oh that is not fair. 
Scan. What ? 
Tatt. To tell. 
Scan. To tell what ? Why, what do you know of Mrs. Frail i 
Tatt. Who I ? Upon Honour I don’t know whether (he be Man 

or Woman; but by the fmoothnefs of her Chin, and roundnefsof 
her/Jps. 

Scan. No J 
Tatt. No. , i 
Scan. She fays otherwife. 
Tatt. Impotfible 1 
Scan. Yes Faith. Askf7alentine elfe. 
Tatt. Why then, as I hope to be fav'd, I believe a Woman on¬ 

ly obliges a Man to Secrefie, that (he may have the pleafure of 
telling her felf. 

Scan. No doubt on’t. Well, but has lhe done you wrong, or 
no ? You have had her ? Ha ? 

Tatt. Tho’ I have more Honour than to tell firfl:; I have more 
Manners than to contradict what a Lady has declar’d. 

. Scan. Well, you own it ? 
Tatt. I am ftrangely furpriz’d! Yes, yes, I can’t deny’t, if (he 

taxes me with it. 
Scan. She’ll be here by and by, (he fees Valentine every Morn* 

ing- 
Tatt. How ! 
Val. She does me the favour —-1 mean of a Vifit fometimes. 

I did not think (he had granted more to any body. 
Scan. Nor I faith-ButTattle does notufe to bely a Lady 

it is contrary to his Chara&er-How one may be deceiv’d in 
a Woman, Valentine? 

Tatt. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? 
Scan. I’m refolv’d I’ll ask her. 
Tatt. O Barbarous ! why did you not tell me- 
Scan. No, you told us. 
Tatt And bid me ask Valentine. 

VaU What 
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JV. What did I fay ? I hope you won't bring me to confefs an 

Anfwer, when you never ask'd me the Quedion. 
Tatt. But, Gentlemen, this is the moft inhumane Proceeding— 
Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and cannot 

avoid fuch a palpable Decoy as this was,* the Ladies have a fine 
time, whofe Reputations are in your keeping. 

Enter Jeremy. 

Jere. Sir, Mrs. Frail has fent to know if you are ftirring.* 
Val. Shew her up, when (he comes. [Exit Jere. 
Tatt. I'll be gone. 
Val You’ll meet her. 
Tatt. Have you not a back way > 
Val. If there were, you have more Discretion, than to give 

Scandal fuch an Advantage ; why, your running away will prove 
all that he can tell her. 

Tatt. Scandal, you will not be fo ungenerous—— O, I (hall 
lofe my Reputation of Secrefie for ever— I lhall never be 
receiv’d but upon Publick Days ,* and my Vifits will never be ad¬ 
mitted beyond a Drawing-Room : I (hall never fee a Bed-Cham¬ 
ber again, never be lock’t in a Clofet, nor run behind a Screen, 
or under a Table ; never be diftinguilh’d among the Waiting* Wo¬ 
men by the Name of Trudy Mr. Tattle more-You will not 
be fo cruel. 

Val. Scandal, have pity on him; he’ll yield to any Conditions, 
Tatt. Any, any Terms. 
Scan. Come then, facrifice half a Dozen Women of good Re¬ 

putation to me prefently-Come, where are your familiar- 
And fee that they are Women of Quality too, the fird Quality-— 

Tatt. ’Tis very hard-Won’t a Baronet’s Lady pals? 
Scan. No,.nothing under a Right Honourable. 
Tatt. O inhumane! You don’t expecd their Names. 
Scan. No* their Titles (hall ferve. 
Tatt. Alas, that’s the fame thing : Pray fpare me their Tides; 

I’ll deferibe their Perfons. 
Scan. Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are fo ill a 

Painter, that I cannot know the Perfon by your Pi&ure of her, 
you 
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yon muft be condemn’d, like other bad Painters, to write the 
Name at the bottom. 

Tatt. Well, firft then- 
* l i .. T J. V »«4 \ 

Enter Mrs. Frail. 

O unfortunate! (lie’s come already ; will you have Patience till 
another time-I’ll double the number. 

Scan. Well, on that Condition-Take heed you don’t 
fail me. 

Mrs. Frail. Hey day ! I (hall get a fine Reputation, by coming 
to fee Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you here 
too ? Oh Mr. Tattle, every thing is fafe with you, we know. 

Scan. Tattle. 
Tatt. Mum—*—O Madam,, you do me too much Honour. 
Val. Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica > 
Frail. Angelica > Manners ! 
Val. What you will allow an abfent Lover-— 
Frail. No, I’il allow a Lover prefect with his Miflrefs to be 

particular-But otherwife I think his Paflion ought to give 
place to his Manners. 

Val. But what if he have more Paflion than Manners > 
Frail. Then let him Marry and reform. 

\VaL Marriage indeed may qualifie the Fury of his Paflion, but 
it vary rarely mends a Man’s Manners. 

Fralh You are the mod miftaken in the World; there is no 
Creature jferfettly Civil, but a Husband. For in a little time he 
grows only rude to his Wife, and that is the higheft good Breed¬ 
ing, for it begets his Civility to other People. Well, I’ll tell you 
News; but I fuppofe you hear your Brother Benjamin is landed. 
And my Brother Fore fight's Daughter is come out of the Coun¬ 
try.-1 aflure you, there’s a Match talk’d of by the Old Peo¬ 
ple-Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Bead, as lhe is a Land- 
Monder, we lhallhave a mod Amphibious Breed——' The Pro¬ 
geny will be all Otters: he has been bred at Sea, and fhe has ne¬ 
ver been out of the Country. 

Val. Pox take’em, their Conjuntdion bodes no good, I’mfure. 
Frail. Now you talk of Conjun&ion, my Brother Forejight 

has cad both their Nativities, and prognodicates an Admiral and 
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an eminent Jufticeof the Peace to be the Idue-Male of their two 
Bodies ; ’tis the mod fuperftitious Old Fool! He would have per- , 
fwaded me, that this was an Unlucky Day, and wou’d not let me 
come abroad i But I invented a Dream, and fent him to Artimo- 
dorus for Interpretation, and fo dole out to fee you. Well, and 
what will you give me now t Come, I mud have Something. 

Val. Step into the next Room-and I’ll give you fome¬ 
thing. 

Scan. Ay, we'll all give you fomething. 
Frail. Well, what will you all give me ? 
Val. Mine’s a Secret. 
Frail. I thought you would give me fomething, that would be 

a trouble to you to keep. 
Val. And Scandal {hall give you a good Name. 
Frail That’s more than he has for himfelf. And what will 

you give me, Mr. tattle ? 
Tatt. I? My Soul, Madam. 
Frail. Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough to do to take care 

of my own. Well; but I’ll come and fee you one of thefe Morn¬ 
ings : I hear you have a great many Pi&ures. 

Tatt. I have a pretty good Colle&ion at your Service, fome 
Originals. 

Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seafons and the Twelve 
CafarSy paultry Copies; and the Five Senfes, as ill reprefented as 
they are in himfelf: And he himfelf is the only Original you will 
fee there. 

Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Clofet of Beauties. 
Scan. Yes,all that have done him Favours,if you will believe him. 
Frail Ay, let me fee thofe, Mr. Tattle. 
Tatt. Oh Madam, thofe are Sacred to Love and Contemplation. 

No Man but the Painter and my felf was ever bled with the 
Sight. 

Frail. Well, but a Woman- 
Tatt. Nor Woman, till Ihe confented to have her Pi<dure there 

too-for then {he is obliged to keep the Secret- 
Scan. No, no ; come to me if you wou’d fee Pictures. 
Frail. You? 
Scan. Yes Faith, I can fhew you your own Pi&ure, and mod 

of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like as at Knelleru 
‘ U ' ' i Frail 
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Frail. O lying Creature—>•— Valentine, does not he lye ?— 

I can’t believe a u ord he fays. 
Val No indeed, he /peaks truth now: For as Tattle has Pi&ures 

of all that have granted him favours, he has the Pi&ures 6f all that 
have refus’d him] If Satyrs, Dsfcriptions, Characters and Lam¬ 
poons are Pi&ures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are mod in black and white. ---And yet there 
are fome fet out in their true Colours, both Men and Women. I 
can (hew you Pride, Folly, Affectation, Wantonnefs, Inconftan- 
cy,*Covetoufnefs, Diffimulation, Malice, and Ignorance, all in 
one Piece. Then I can (hew you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowar- 
dife. Bragging, Lechery, Impotence and Uglinefs in another Piece ; 
and yet one of thefeis a celebrated, .Beauty, and t’other a profeft 
Beau. I have Paintings too, fome pleafant enough. 

Frail. Come, let’s hear em. \ 
Scan. Why* I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping for a Comple¬ 

xion, and Sweating for a Shape. ' , 
Frail. So. A 
Scan. Then I have a Lady burning of Brandy in a Cellar with a 

Hackney-Coachman. 
Frail. O Devil! Well, but that Story is not true. 
Scan. I have fome Hieroglyphicks too; I have a Lawyer with a 

hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face ,* a Divine with two 
Faces, and one Head ,• and I have a Soldier with his Brains in his 
Belly, and his Heart where his Head (hou’d be. 

Frail. And no Head? 
Scan. No Head. 
Frail. Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you ne’rea Poet ? 
Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and felling Praife for 

Praife, and a Critick picking his Pocket. I have another large 
Piece too, reprefenting a School; where there are huge Proporti¬ 
on’d Criticks, with long Wigs, Lac’d Coats, Steinkirk Cravats, 
and terrible Faces; with Cat-calls in their Hands, and Horn-books 
about their Necks. I have many more of this kind, very well 
Painted, as you lhall fee. 

Frail. Weil, I’ll come, if it be only to difpreve you. 

Enter 
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Enter Jeremy. 

fere. Sir, here’s the Steward again from your Father. 
Val. I’ll come to him—will you give me leave, I’ll wait on you 

again prefently. 
Frail No, I’ll begone. Gome, who Squires me to the Exchange, 

I mud call my Sifter Forefight there. 
Scan I will; I have a mind to your Sifter. 
Frail. Civil! .0 

Tatt. I will; becaufe I have a tender for your Ladiftiip. 
Frail. That’s fome'fohat the better reafon, to my Opinion. 
Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better oppor¬ 

tunity to engage your Sifter. 
Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard Conditions to 

come abroad, and be at liberty to fee her. 
Scan. I’ll give an account of you, and your Proceedings. If In- 

difcretion be a figa of Love, you are the mod a Lover of any 
Body that I know : You fancy that parting with your Eftate, will 
help you to your Miftrefs.-In my mind he is a thoughtlefs Ad¬ 
venturer, 

Who hopes to purchafe Wealth, by felling Land; 
Or win a Miftrefs, with a loftng hand. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. SCENE I. 
« 

^ A Room in Forefight 5 Houfe. 

Forefight and Servant. 
Fore. T TEy day 1 What are all the Women of my Family 

abroad ? Is not my Wife come home? Nor my Sifter, 
nor my Daughter ? 

Serv. No, Sir. 
Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it ? Sure the 

Moon is in all her Fortitudes; Is my Neice Angelica at home ? 
D Serv. 
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Serv. Yes, Sir. 
Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. 
Serv. Sir ? 
Fore. I fay you lie, Sir. It is impoflible that any thing fhould be 

as I wou’d have it; fori was born, Sir, when the Crab was amen¬ 
ding, and all my Affairs go backward. \ 

Serv. I can’t tell indeed, Sir. 
Fore. No, 1 know you can’t,Sir : But I can tell, Sir, and fore¬ 

tell, Sir. 
o 

Enter Nurfe. 

Nurfe, Where’s your young Miftrefs ? 
tfurfe. Wee’fl heart, / know not, they’re none of ’em come 

home yet: Poor Child, I warrant (he’s fond o’feeing the Town,— 
Marry, pray Heav’n they ha’ given her any Dinner,-—good lack-a- 
day, ha, ha, ha,Oflrange; I’ll vow and fwear now, ha, ha, ha, 
Marry and did you ever fee the like! 

Fore. Why how now, what’s the matter ? 
Nurfe. Pray Heav’n fend } our Worfhip good Luck, Marry and 

Amen with all my heart, for you have put on one Stocking with 
the wrong fide outward. 

Fore. Ha, How ? Faith and troth I’m glad of it, and fol have* 
that may be good Luck in troth, in troth it may, very good Luck: 
Nay I have had fome Omens; I got out of Bed backwards too this 
morning, without Premeditation ; pretty good that too ; but 
then / flumbi’d coming down Stairs, and met a Weafel; bad 
Omens thofe: fome bad,fome good, our lives are checquer’d. Mirth 
and Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our time, 
-But in troth / am pleas’d at my Stocking. Very well pleas’d 
at my Stocking-Oh here’s my Neice!- 

Enter Angelica. 
i 

Sirfah, go tell Sir Sampfon Legend, I’ll wait on him, if he’s at lei- 
fure *-tis now Three a Clock, a very good hour for Bufinefs, 
Mercury Governs this hour. [Exit Servant. 

Any. Is not it a good hour for Pleafure too? Uncle,pray lend me 
>our Coach, mine’s out of Order. 

/ Fore. 
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Tore. What, wou’d you be gadding too ? Sure ali Females arc 

mad today-It is of evil portent, and bodes Mifchief to the 
Mailer of a Family-1 remember an old Prophefie written 
by Mejfehalah the Arabian, and thus tranflated by a Reverend 
Buckingbamjbire Bard. 

IBben ail tyz ^oure fozfa&e, 
ana leafce goau *©au to anti J&afte, 
imtboisceu d&uile, tbe it faiD, 
^at i^oufe Doth fionD upon itg ; 
Sn& ftben tpe § eati i$ fet ntd^ona, 
®e marl, if it be fruitful font). 

Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit of the 
Head is,Horns--Dear Neice, flay at home--tor by the 
Head of the Houfe is meant the Husband ; the Prophecy needs 
no Explanation. > , 

Ang. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, Uncle, by 
going abroad ; nor fecure you from being one, by Raying at home. 

Fore. Yes, yes; while there's* one Woman left, the Prophehe 
is not in full Force. 

Ang. But my Inclinations are in force, I have a mind to go 
abroad ; and if you won’t lend me your Coach, I’ll take a Hack- 
ney, or a Chair, and leave you to eredb a Scheme, and find who’s 
in Conjunction with your Wife. Why don’t you keep her7at 
Home, if you’re Jealous when fbe’s abroad ? You know ihy 
Aunt is a little Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. Uncle, 
I’m afraid you are not Lord of the Afcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Well, Jill-flirt, you are very pert-and always ridi¬ 
culing that Celeflial Science. 
- Ang. Nay Uncle, don’t be angry— If you are, I’ll reap up 
all your falfe Prophecies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle Divina¬ 
tions. i’irfwear you are a Nufance to the Neighbourhood*- 
What a Buttle did you keep againft the Iaft Invittble Eclipfe, lay¬ 
ing in Provifionas ’twere for a Siege ? What$ World of Fire and 
Candle, Matches and Tinderboxes did you pfcrchafe I One would 
have thought we were ever after to live under Ground, or at leaft 
making a Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark Sea- 
Yon. 

Fore. Why 
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Tore. Why, you malapert Slut-*- 
Ang. Will) ou lend me your Coach, or I’ll go on-Nay, I’ll 

declare how you prophecy’d Popery was coming, only becatife 
the Burler had miflaid fome of the Apoftle’s Spoons, and thought 
they were loft. .Away went fUl gion and Spoon-meat together*— 
Indeed, Uncle, I’ll indite you for a Wizard. ' 

/ore. How Huftie 1 w as there ever luch a provoking Minx ? 
Nurfe. O merciful Father, how (he talks / 
Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlawful Midnight Pra- 

ftices ; you and the old Nurfe there- 
Nurfe. Marry Heav’n defend-1 at Midnight Practices— 

O Lord, what’s here to do ?-I in unlawful Doings with my 
Mafters Worihip-Why, did you ever hear the like now*-* 
Sir, did ever I do any thing of your Midnight Concerns*-but 
warm your Bed, and tuck you up, and fet the Candle, and your 
Tobacco Box, and your Urinal by you, and now and then rub 
the Soles of your Feet ?-O Lord, I 1- 

Ang. Yes, 1 faw you together, through the Key-hole of the 
Clofet, one Night, like Saul and the Witch of Endor, turning the 
Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your Thumbs, to write poor in¬ 
nocent Servants Names in Blood, about a little Nutmeg-Grater, 
which (he had forgot in the Caudle-Cup-Nay, I know fome- 
thing worfe, if I would fpeak of it— ■ * ■ 

Fore. I defie you, Huftie; but I’ll remember this, I’ll be re¬ 
veng’d on you, Cockatrice ; I’ll hamper you-You have your 
Fortune in your own Hands-But I’ll find a way to make your 
Lover, your Prodigal Spendthrift Gallant, Valentine, pay for all, 
I will. 

Ang. Will you? I care not, but all (hall out then-Look 
to it, Nurfe ; I can bring Witnefs that you have a great unnatural 
Teat under your Left Arm, and he another; and that you 
Suckle a Young Devil in the Shape of a Tabby-Cat, by turns, I 
can. 

Nurfe. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the falfe flan- 
derous thing;- feel, feel here, if I have any thing but like ano¬ 
ther Chriftian, [crying] or any Teats, but two that han’t given 
Suck this Thirty Years. 

Fore. I will have Patience, fince It is the Will of the Stars I 
Ihould be thus tormented——This is the efle&of the malicious 

Conjun&ions 
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Conjunctions and Oppofitions in the Third Houfe of my Na¬ 
tivity ; there the Curie of Kindred was foretold--But I will 
have my Doors lock’d up—— i’ll puniih you, not a Man fhall 
enter my Houfe. 

Ang. Do Uncle, lock ’em up quickly before my Aunt come 
home— You’ll have a Letter for Alimony to morrow morn¬ 
ing———But let me begone firll,and then let no Mankind come 
near the Houfe, but Converfe with Spirits and the Celeft.ai Signs, 
the Bub, and the Ram, and the Goat. Blefs me! there are a 
great many Horn’d Beads among the Twelve Signs, Uncle. But 
Cuckolds go to Heav’n. 

Fore Cut there’s but one Virgin among the Twelve Signs, 
Spitfire, but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if (lie had had to do 
with any thing but Aftrologers, Uncle. That makes my Aunt 
go abroad. 

Fore. How? how? is that the reafon ? Come, you know fomc- 
thing ; tell me, and I’ll forgive you ; do, good Neice-Come, 
you fhall have my Coach and Horfes-- Faith and Troth you 
fhall-Does my Wife complain? Come, I know Wcmea 
tell one another--She is young and fanguine, has a wanton 
Hazic Eye, and was born under Gemini, which may-incline her 
to Society ; {lie has a Mole upon her Lip, with a moiit Palm, and 
an open Liberality on the Mount of Venus. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha. 
Fore. Do you latgh ?—-Well Gentlewoman, 111-But 

come, be a good Girl, don’t perplex your poor Uncle, tell me— 
won’t you (peak ? Odd I’ll—— 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir Sampfon is coming down to wait upon you-— 
Ang. Good buy Uncle—-— Call raeaChair-I’ll find out 

my Aunt, and tell her, fhe mult not come home. {Exit Angelica 
and Servant. 

Fore. I’m fo perplex’d and vex’d, I am not fit to receive him; 
I fhall fcarce recover my felf before the Hour be pafh Go Nurfe, 
tell Sir Sampfon I’m ready to wait on him. 

Nurfe. Yes, Sir. [Exit,. 
Fore. Well— 
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fan. Well—'—Why, If I was born to be a Cuckold, there’s 

no more to be (aid —- 
f 

Enier Sir Sampfon Legend with a Paper. 

Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, Old Boy; that’s plain—— 
here ’tis, i have it in my Hand, 0\d Ptolomee» I’ll make thetm- 
gracicus Prodigal know w ho begat him ; I will, old Noflrodamus. 
What, I warrant my Son thought nothing belong’d to a Father, 
but Forgivenefs and Affcdtion ; no Authority, no Correction, no 
Arbitrary Power; nothing to be done, but for him to offend, 
and me to pardon. I warrant you, if he danc’d tili DoomfiJay, 
he thought I was to pay the Piper. Well, but here jt is under 
Black and White, Signatum, Sigi/latumy and Deliheratum ; that as 
foon as my Son Benjamin is arriv’d, he is to make over to him his 

• Right of Inheritance. Where’s my Daughter that is to be—* 
hah ! old Merlin ! body o’me, I’m fo glad I’m reveng’d on this 
undutiful Rogue. 

Fore. Odlo, let me fee ; Let me fee the Paper—-—Ay, faith 
and troth, here ’tis, if it will but hold-1 willi things were done, 
and the Conveyance made-When was this Sign’d, what 
Hour? Odsfo, you fliould nave confulted me for the time. Well, 
but we’ll make hafte- 

Sir Samp. Hafte, ay, ay ; hafte enough, my Son Ben will be in 
Town to night-I have order’d my Lawyer to draw up Wri¬ 
tings of Settlement and Joynture—— All fhall be done toNigh^— 
No matter for the time; prithee, Brother Forefight, leave Superfti- 
tion-Pox o’ch’ time ; there’s no time but the time prefent, 
there’s no more to be laid of what’s paft, and all that is to come 
will happen. If the Sun ftiine by Day, and the Stars by Night, 
why, we fhall know one another’s Faces without the help of a 
Candle, and that’s all the Stars’are good for. 

Fore. How, how7 > Sir Sampfon, that all ? Give me leave to con¬ 
tradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir Samp. I tell you I am wife ; and fapiens acminalitur aftris; 
there’s Latin for you to prove it, and an Argument to confound 
your Ephemeris——Ignorant!-I tell you, I have travel’d old 
Fircu, and know7 ,the Globe. I have feen the Antipodesy w7here 
the Sun rifes at Midnight, and lets at Noon-day. 

Fore. But 
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Fore. But I tell you, I have traveled, and travell’d in theCce- 

leftial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and their Houles. 
Can judge of Motions Direct and Retrograde, of Sextiles, Qua¬ 
drates, Trines and Oppofitions. Fiery Trigons and Aquaticai Tri- 
gons. Know whether life fhall be long or fhort, Happy, cr Un¬ 
happy, Whether Difeafes are Cureable or Incureabie. It Journeys 
fhall be profperous, Undertakings fuccefsfui; or Goods ftoli’n 
recover’d, I know- 

Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperour of Chinas Foot; 
have lyfs’d the Great Moguls Slipper, and rid a Hunting upon an 
Elephant with the Cham of Tartary,-Body of me, I have 
made a Cuckold of a King, and the prefent Majefty of Bantam is 
the Iflue of thcfe Loyns. 

Fore. I know when Travellers lye or fpeak Truth, when they 
don’t know it themfelves. 

Sir Samp. I have known an /^ftrologer made a Cuckold in the 
twinckling of a Star ; and feen a Conjurer, that cou’d not keep 
the Devil out of his Wives Circle. 

Fore. What does he twit me with my Wife too, I muft be better 
Inform’d of this,—\_Afideh\—rDo you mean my Wife, Sir Sampfon ? 
Tho’ you made a Cuckold of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body 
of the Sun-- 

Sir Samp. By the Horns of the Moon, you wou’d fay, Brother 
Capricorn. 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Mandevil; Fer¬ 
dinand Mendez Pinto was but a Type of thee, thou Lyar of the 
firft Magnitude. T'ke back your Paper of Inheritance; fend 
your Son to Sea again. I’ll wed my Daughter to an Egyptian 

Mummy, e’re fhe fhall Incorporate with a Contemner of Sciences, 
and a defamer of Vertue. 

Sir Samp. Body of me, I have gone too far;—I muft not pro¬ 
voke honeft Alhumazar,--an Egyptian Mummy is an Illuftrious 
Creature, my trufty Hieroglyphick; and may have fignifications 
of futurity about him; Odsbuds, I wou’d my Son were an Egyp¬ 
tian Mummy for thy fake. What, thou art not angry for a Jeft, 
my good Haly-1 Reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with ail 
my heart.-What, i’ll make thee a Prefent of a Mummy: Now 
I think on’t, Body of me, I have a Shoulder of an Egyptian King, 
that I purloyn’d from one of the Pyramids, powder’d with Hlero- 

glyphicks, 
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glyphicks, thou {halt have it lent heme to thy Houfe, and make 
an Entertainment for all the Philomaths, and Students in Phyftck 
and Aftrology in and about London. 

Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Sampfon ? 
Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conflellation cf Vertues; {he's the 

Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon: Nay, (he is more IIlu- 
flrious than the Moon; for fhe has her Chalticy without her In- 
conflancy, 'S’bud I was but in Jeff. 

Enter Jeremy. 

How now, who fent for you ? Ha! what wou'd you have ? 
Pore. Nay, it you were but in Jeff.-Who’s that Fellow ? I 

don't hke his Phyfiognomy. 
Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son Benjamin, 

hoh ? 
Jere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Mafier,--Vis the firff time 

he has been abroad fince his Confinement, and he comes to pay 
his Duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Wei), Sir. 

Enter Valentine. 

Jere. He is here, Sir. 
Val. Your B1 fling, Sir. 
Sir Samp. You’ve had it already, Sir, I think I fent it you to 

day in a Bill of Four thoufand Pound: A great deal of Money, 
Brother Forejighf. » 

Fore. Aye. indeed, Sir Sampfon, a great deal of Money for a 
young Man, I wonder what he can do with it! 

Sir Samp. Body o’me, fo do I.-Heark ye, Valentine, if there 
is too much, refund the Superfluity; Do’ff hear Boy ? 

Val. Superfluity, Sir, it will icarce pay my Debts,—I hope you 
will have more Indulgence,than to oblige me to thofe hard Con¬ 
ditions, which my neceflity Sign’d to. 

Sir Samp. Sir, how I befeech you, what were you pleas’d to 
intimate, concerning Indulgence > 

Val. Whv, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the extremity of the 
Conditions,but releafe me at leaff from fome part.— Sir 
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/Sir Samp. Oh Sir; I underfland you,—that’s all, ha? 
Vah Yes, Sir, all that I prefume to ask.-But what you,out 

of Fatherly fondnefs, will be pleas’d to add, fhall be doubly w el¬ 
come. ' 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it, fweei Sir, but your filial Piety, and 
my Fatherly tondnefs wou’d fit like two Tallies.—Here’s a Rogue, 

.Brother Forefizht, makes a Bargain under Hand and Seal in the 
Morning, and would be releas'd from it in the Afternoon; here’s 
a Rogue, Dog, here’s Confcience and Honefty ; this is your Wit 
•now, this is the Morality of your Wits! You are a Wit, and havev 
been a Beau, and may be a-Why Sirrah, is it not here under 
Hand and Seal-Can you deny it ? 

Val. Sir, I don’t deny it.- 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you’ll be hang’d ; I (hall live to fee you go up 

Hollorn-hill,—Has he not a Rogues face?-Speak, Brother, you 
underhand Phyfiognomy, a Hanging-look to me ;-of all my 
Boys the moft unlike me; a has a damn’d Tyburn face, without 
the benefit o’ the Clergy. 

Fore. Hum—truly I don’t care to difcourage a young Man,— 
he has a violent death in his face ,* but I hope no danger of Hang¬ 
ing. 

VaL Sir, is this Ufage for your Son ?™-for that old. Weather¬ 
headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; but you, Sir--- 

Sir Samp. You Sir; and you Sir:—Why, who are you Sir ? 
Val. Your Son, Sir. 
Sir Samp. That’s more than I know, Sir, and I believe not. 
Val Faith, I hope not. 
Sir Samp. What,’wou’d you have your Mother a Whore! Did 

you ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! Body os 
me—— 

Val. I would have an Excufe for your Barbarity and Unnatu¬ 
ral Ufage. 

Sir Samp. Excufe! Impudence! why Sirrah>mayn’t I do what l 
pleafe ? Arc not you my Slave ? Did not I beget you ? And might 
not I havechofen whether I would have begot you or no? Guns 
who are you ? Whence came you ? What brought you into the 
World? How came you here, Sir ? Here, to Rand here, upon 
thofe two Leggs, and look ere& with that audacious face, hah ? 
Anfwer me that ? Did you come a Volcmtier into the World ? Or 

E *0 - did 
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did I beat up for you with the lawful Authority of a Parent, and 
prefs you to the fervice ? 

Val. I know no more why I came, than you do why you call’d 
me. But here I am, and if you don’t mean to provide for me, I 
defire you wou’d leave me as you found me. 

Sir Samp. With all my heart: Come, Uncafe, Strip, and go 
naked out of the World as you came into’r. 

Val. My Gloaths are foon put off:-But you muft alfo de¬ 
prive me of Reafon, Thought, Pafiions, Inclinations, AfFe&ions, 
Appetites, Senfes, and the huge Train of Attendants that you 
begot along with me. 

Sir Samp. Body o’ me, what a many headed Monfter have I 
propagated > v , ' * 

Val. Iam of my fclf, a plain eafie fimple Creature ; and to be 
kept at fmall expence,* but the Retinue that you gave me are 
craving and invincible ; they are fo many Devils that you have 
rais’d, and will have employment. 

Sir Samp. ’Oons, what had I to do to get Children,-can’t 
a private man be born without all thefe followers:——Why no¬ 
thing under an Emperour ihould be born with Appetites,-Why 
at this rate a fellow that has but a Groat in his Pocket, may have 
a Stomach capable of a Ten Shilling Ordinary. 

fere. Nay, that’s as clear as the Sun ; I’ll make Oath of it be¬ 
fore any Juft ice in Middle/ex. 

Sir Samf. Here’s a Cormorant too,——’S’heart this Fellow was 
not born tfith you ?-1 did not beget him, did I >— 

fere. By the Provifion that’s made for me, you might have be¬ 
got me too:-Nay, and to tell your Worfhip another truth, I 
believe you did, for I find I was born with thofe fame Whorefon 
Appetites too ; that my Mafter fpeaks of. 

Sir Samp. Why look you there now,——111 maintain it, that 
by the rule of right Reafon, this fellow ought to have been born 
\vithout a Palate*—’S’heart, what lhou’d he do with a diftinguifh- 
ingtafte?—I warrant now he’d rather eat aPheafant,than a piece 
of poor Joh»;znd fmell,now,why / warrant he can fmell,and loves 
Perfumes above a ftink.—Why there’s it; and Mufick, don’t you 
love Mufick Scoundrell ? 

fere. Yes, / have a reafonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jiggs and 
Country Dances ; and the like; I don’t much matter your Sold s 
or Sonatas, they give me the Spleen. Sir 
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Sir Samp] The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound you —Sola's 

and Sonatas ?’Oons whofe Son are you?how were you engendred, 
Muckworm ? 

Jere. I am by my Father, the Son of a Chair-man, my Mother 
fold Oyfters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Summer ; and / came 
up Stairs into the World $ for / was born in a Cellar. 

Fore. By your Looks, you fhou’d go up Stairs out of the World 
too, Friend. 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were Anatomiz’d now,and difie&ed, 
he has his Veffels of Digeftion and Conco&ion, and fo forth, large 
enough for the infide of a Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber.-- 
Thefe things are unaccountable and unreafonable,-Body of me, 
why was not / a Bear ? that my Cubs might have liv’d upon fuck¬ 
ing their Paws,* Nature has been provident only to Bears and Spi¬ 
ders,* the one has its Nutriment in his own h^nds; and t’other 
fpins his Habitation out of his Entrails. 

Val. /Fortune was provident enough to fupply all the Necefiities 
of my Nature,* if / had my right of Inheritance. 

Sir Samp. Again! ’Ouns han't you four thoufand Pound-If 
/ had it again, /wou’d not give thee a Groat,-What would'# 
thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thee out of my own Vi¬ 
tals ?—’S’heart, live by your Wits, —You were always fond of 
the Wits,—Now let’s fee, rf you have Wit enough to keep your 
felf?—Your Brother will be in Town to Night, or to morrow 
morning, and then look you perform Covenants, and fo your' 
Friend and Servant.——Come Brother Forefight. 

[Exeunt Sir Samp, and Forefight. 
Jere. /told you what your Vifit wou’d come to. 
Val. ’Tis as much as / expe&ed—/did not come to fee him: / 

came to Angelica; but fince fhe was gone abroad, it waseafily 
turn’d another wayand at leaft look’d well on my fide .* What’s 
here ? Mrs. Forefight and Mrs. Frail, they are earneft,—/’ll a- 
void 'em,——Come this way, and go and enquire when Angelica 

will return. 

Enter Mrs. Forefight and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. What have you to do to. watch, me ?-’S’life /’ll 
do what / pleafe. 

E 2, Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fore. You will ? 
Frail. Yes marry will /——A great, piece of bufinefs to go to 

Covent-Gardcn Square in a Hackney-Coach, and take a turn with 
one’-s Friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three Turns, /’ll take my Oath. 
Frail. Well, what if / took twenty-/ warrant if you had 

been there, it had been only innocent Recreation.-—Lord,where’s 
the comfort of this Life, if we can t have the happinefs' of con- 
verfing where we like. 

Mrs. Fore. But can’t you converfe at home ?-/own it, / 
think there’s no happinefs like converfing with an agreeable 
man ; / don’t quarrel at that, nor /don’t think but your Conver- 
farion was very innocent; but the place is publick,and to befeen 
with a man in a Hackney-Coach is fcaridalous: What if any Body 
eife fhou’dhave feen you alight as /did?-How can any Body 
be happy, while they’re in perpetual fear of being feen and cen- 
fur’d ?—Beftdes it wou’d not only refled upon you, Sifter, but me. 

Frail. Pooh, here’s a Clutter--why fhould it re fled upon 
you >-/don’t doubt but you have thought your felf happy in 
a Hackney-Coach before now.—— If /had gone to Knigbts-bridge, 
or to Chelfey, or to Spring-Garden, or Earn-Elms with a man a- 
lone--fomething might have been faid. 

Mrs .Fore. Why, was/ever in any of thefe places? What do 
you mean Sifter? ' 

Frail. Was /? what do you mean? 
Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worfe place. 
Frail. I at a worfe place, and with a man! 
Mrs. Fore, /fuppofe you would not go alone to the World's- 

End. ' 

Frail The World’s end t What do you mean to Banter 
me ? 

Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent! you don’t know that there’s a place 
call’d the World'j-End? I’ll fwear you can keep your Counte¬ 
nance purely, you’d make an Admirable Player. 

Frail. I’ll fwear you have a great deal of Impudence, and in my 
mind too much for the Stage. 

Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has moft, You ne¬ 
ver were at the World's End^ 

. Frail. 
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Frail. No. 
Mn. Fore. You deny it pofitively to my Face. 
Frail. Your Face, what’s Your Face ? 
Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it’s as good a Face as Yours. 
Frail. Not by a Dozen Years wearfog. —-But I do deny it 

pofitively to Your Face then. 
Mrs Fore. I’ll allow You now to find fault with my Face;— 

for I’llfwear your impudence has put me out of Countenance:— 
But 1 ok you here now,—where did you lofe this Gold Bodkin ?— 
Oh Sifter, Sifter \ 

Frail. My Bodkin! 
Mrs Yore. Nay, ’tis Yours, look at it. 
Frail. Wei/, if you go to that,where did you find this Bodkin? 

—Oh Sifter, Sifter !—Sifter every way. 
Mrs Fore. O Devil on’t, that I cou’d not difcover her, without 

betraying my felf. {.Afide, 
Frail. I have heard Gentlemen fay, Sifter ;that one fhould take 

great care, when one makes a thruft in Fencing, not to lie open 
ones felf. 

Mrs Fore. It’s very true,Sifter : Well fince all’s our, and as you 
fay, fince we are both Wounded, let us do that is often done in 
Duels, take care of one another, and grow better Friends than 
before. 

Frail. With all my heart,ours are butflight Flefh-wounds, and 
if we keep’em from Air, not at all dangerous: Well, give me 
Your Hand in token of fifterly fecrefie and affe&ion. 

Mrs Fore. Here ’tis with all my hcarr. 
Frail. Well, as an earned of Frietidfhip and Confidence : 

1*11 acquaint You with a defign that I have: To tell Truth, 
• and fpeak openly one to another; Fm afraid the World have 

obferv’d us more than we have obferv’d one another. You 
have a Rich Husband, and are provided for, / am at a lofs, and 
have no great Stock either of. Fortune or Reputation ; and 
therefore muft look fharply about me. Sir Santpjon has a Son 
that is expected to Night; and.by the Account I have heard of 
his Education, can be no Conjurer : The Eftate You know is to 
be made over to him:-Now if I cou’d wheedle him, Sifter, 
ha ? You underftand me > 

Mrs Yore, 
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Mrs. Fore, I do ; and will help you to the utrnofl of my pow¬ 

er-——And lean tell you one thing that falls out luckily 
enough; my awkard Daughter-in-Law, who you know is de- 
fign’d for his Wife, is grown fond of Mr .Tattle ; now if we can 
improve that, and make her have an Averfion for the Booby, it 
may go a great way towards his liking of you, Here they come 
together,- and let us contrive fome way or other to leave ’em 
together. 

Enter Tattle, and Mifs Pru. 

Mifs Pru. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 
Mrs. Fore. Fie, fie, Mifs, how you bawl-befides, I have 

told you, you muff not call me Mother. 
Mifs Pru. What mufl I call you then, are not you my Father’s 

Wife ? 
Mrs. Fore, Madam ; you mufl fay Madam-By my Soul, 

T (hall fancy my felf Old indeed, to have this great Girl call me 
Mother-Well, but Mifs, what are you fo overjoy’d at ? 

Mifs Pru. Look you here. Madam then, what Mr. Tattle has 
giv’n me—-—Look you here Coufin, here’s a Snuff-box; nay, 
there’s Snuff in’t;-here, will you have any-Oh 
good! how fweet it is—-.Mr. Tattle is all over fweer, his Per- 
ruke is fweer, and his Gloves are fweet,—-and his Handker¬ 
chief is fweet, pure fweet, fweeter than RofeS' Smell him 
Mother, Madam, I mean-He gave me this Ring for a kifs. 

Tatt. Ofie Mifs, you mufl not kifs and tell. 
Mifs Pru. Yes; I may tell my Mother-And he fays 

he’ll give mefomething to makemefmell fo-— Oh pray lend 
me your Handkerchief-Smell Coufin ; he fays, he’ll give me * 
fomething that will make my Smocks fmell this way-Is not 
it pure?-It’s better than Lavender mum-I’m refolv’d 
I won’t let Nurfe put any more Lavender among my Smocks— 
ha, Coufin? 

Frail. Fie, Mifs; amongft yourLinnen, you mufl fay-You 
muil never fay Smock. 

Mifs Pru. Why, It is not bawdy, is it Coufin ? 
Tatt. Oh Madam; you are too fevere upon Mifs ; you mufl 

not find fault with her pretty fimplicity, it becomes her 

flrange- 
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ftrangely-pretty Mifs, don’t let ’em perfwade you out of 
your Innocency. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh, Demm you Toad-—I wilh you don’t per- 
fwade her out of her Innocency. 

Tatt. Who I, Madam?-Oh Lord, how can your Lady- 
fhip have fuch a thought——fure you don’t know me ? * 

Frail. Ah Devil, fly Devil-He’s as clofe, Sifter, as a Con- 
feflor—-He thinks we don’t obferve him. 

Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur; how foonhecou’d find out a frelh 
harmlefs Creature; and left us, Sifter, prefently. 

Tatt. Upon Reputation.—— 
Mrs. Fore. They’re all fo, Sifter, thefe Men-they love to 

have the fpoiling of a Young Thing, they are as fond of it, as 
of being firft in the Falhion, or of feeing a new Play the firft 
day,—I warrant it wou’d break Mr. Tattles Heart, to think 
that any body elfe fhou’d be before-hand with him. 

Tatt. Oh Lord, I fwear I wou’d not for the World- 
Frail. O hang you; who’il believe you?--You’d be 

hang’d before you’d confefs-we know you-file’s very 
pretty /—-Lord, what pure red and white! —-(he looks 
fowholfome;-ne’re ftir, I don’t know, but I fancy, if I 
were a Man- 

Mifs Pru. How you love to jear one, Coufin. 
Mrs. Fore. Heark’ee, Sifter-by my Soul the Girl is fpoiS’d 

already-»d’ee think lhee’11 ever endure a great lubberly Tar- 
pawlin-Gad I warrant you, Ihe won’t let him come near her, 
after Mr. Tattle: 

Frail. O’ my Soul, I’m afraid not—-eh!—^filthy Creature, 
that fmells all of Pitch and Tarr-Devil take you, you 
confounded Toad—n-why did you fee her, before (he was 
Married? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him-my Husband will 
hang us-He’ll think we brought ’em acquainted. 

Frail. Come, Faith let us be gone——II my Brother Fore¬ 
fight Ihou’d find us with them;-He’d think fo, fure 
enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou’d—but then leaving ’em together is 
as bad-And he’s fuch a fly Devil, he’ll never mils an op¬ 
portunity. 

Frail. 
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Frail, l don’t care; I won’t be feen in’t. 
Mrs. Fare, Well, If you ftiould, Mr. Tattle, you’ll have a world 

ro anfwer for, remember I wafh my hands of it, I’m throughly 
Innocenr. " [Exeunt Mrs. Foreftght and Frail. 

Mifs Fru. What makes ’em go away, Mr. Tattle^ ? 
What do they mean, do you know ? 

Tatt. Yes, my Dear-1 chink. I can guefs-But hang 
me if I know the reafcn of it. 

Mifs Fru. Come, muff not we go too ? 
Tatt. No, no, they don’t mean that. 
Mifs Fru. No / what then ? what fhall you and I do together ? 
Tatt. I muft make Love to you, pretty Mils,* will you let me 

make Love to you ? 
Mifs Fru. Yes, if you pleafe. 
Tatt. Frank, I Gad at Laft. What a Pox do’s Mrs. Forefight 

mean by this Civility ? Is it to make a Fool of me? Or do’s (he 
leave us together out of good Morality, and do as (he would be 
done by-Gad I’ll under (land it fo. \_Afide. 

Mifs Fru. Weil; And how will you make Love to me- 
Come, I long to havb you begin;-muft I make Love too? 
You muft tell me how. 

Tatt. You muft let me fpeak Mifs, you muft not fpeak firft ; 
I muft ask you Queftions, and you muft anfwer. 

Mifs Fru. What, is it like the Catechifme?--Come then 
ask me. 

Tatt. De’e you think you can Love me? 
Mifs Fru. Yes. * 

Tatt. Pooh, Pox, you muft not fay yes already; I (han’t care 
a Farthing for you then in a twinckling. 

Mifs Fru. W7hat muft I fay then ? 
Tatt. Why you muft fay no,or you believe nor,or you can’t tell— 
Mifs Fru. Why, muft I tpll a Lie then? 
Tatt. Yes, if you 'would be well bred. All well-bred Per- 

fons Lie-Befides, you are a Woman, You muft never fpeak 
what you think : Your words muft contrndift your thoughts; 
but your adiions may contradift your words. So, when I ask 
you, if you can Love me. you muft fay no, but you muft Love 
me toe-If I tell you you are Handibme, you muft deny ir, 
and fay I flatter you-But you muft think your felf more 

Charming 
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Charming than I fpeak you:—And like me, for the Beauty which 
I fay you have, as much as if I had it my felf—If I ask you to Kifs 
me, you muft be angry, but you muft not refufe me. If I ask you 
for more, you muft be more angry,-but more complying ; and 
as foonas ever Imake youfay you’i cry out, you muft be fure to 
hold your Tongue. 

Mifs. OLord, Ifwearthis is pure,—Hike it better than our old 
falhion’d Country way of fpeaking ones mind ;-and muft net 
you lie too ? 

Tatt. Hum-—Yes—-But you muft believe I fpeak Truth. 
Mifs. O Gemini ! well,I always had a great mind to tell Lies— 

but they frighted me, and laid it was a fin. 
Tatt. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me happy by 

giving me a Kifs ? 
Mifs. No,indeed ; I’m angry at you.-[Runs and Kiffes Him. 
Tatt. Hold, hold, that’s pretty well,-but you Ihould not have 

given it me, but have fuffer’d me to take it. 
Mifs. Well, we’ll do it again. 
Tatt. With all my heart,— Now then my little Angel. [Kijfes her. 
Mifs. Pifh. 
Tatt. That’s right,-again my Charmer. [Kijfes again. 
Mifs. O fie, nay, now I can’t abide you. 
Tatt. Admirable 1 That was as well as if you had been born 

and bred in Covent-Garden, all the days of your Life;-And 
won’t you Ihew me, pretty Mifs, where your Bed* Chamber is > 

Mifs. No, indeed won’t l: But I’ll run there, and hide my felf 
from you behind the Curtains. 

Tatt. I’ll follow you. - 
Mifs. Ah,but Til hold the Door with both Hands,and be angry; 

-and you lhall pulh me down before you come in. 
Tatt. No, I’ll come in firft, and pulh you down afterwards. 
Mifs. Will you.* then 111 be more angry, and more complying. 
Tatt. Then I’ll make yobfccry out. 
Mifs. Oh but you fha’nt, for I’ll hold my Tongue.- 
Tatt. Oh my Dear, apt Scholar. 
Mifs. WelI,now I’ll run and make more hafte thanyou.[£x.Mifs. 
Tatt. You fhall not fly fo faft, as I’ll purfue. [Exit after Her. 

The End of the Second Aft. 
F ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Nurfe. 

Nurfe. yf Ifs, Mifs, Mifs True-Mercy on me, marry and 
XVX Amen : Why, what’s become of the Child ?- 

Why Mils, Mifs Forefight-Sure fhe has not lock’d her felf 
up in her Chamber, and gone to deep, or to Prayers; Mifs, Mifs, 
I hear her-Come to your Father, Child : Open the Door-— 
Open the Door Mifs-I hear you cry hulht-O Lord, 
w ho’s there ? [peeps ] What’s here to do ?-O the Father ! 
a Man with her!-Why, Mifs I fay, God’s my Life, here’s - 
iftne doings towards—-O Lord, We’re all undone-O you 
young Harlotry [knocks] Ods ray Life, won’t you open the Door? 
I’il come in the back way. [Exit, 

* • 

Tattle and Mifs at the Door. 

Mifs, OLord, die’s coming-and (he’ll tell my Father* 
what lb all I do now ? 

Tatu Pox take her; if (he had (laid two Minutes longer, I 
Ihou’d have widl’d for her coming. 

Mifs. O Dear, what (hall I fay ? Tell me, Mr. Tattle, tell me 
t Lie. 

Tatt, There’s no occafion for a Lie; I cou’d never tell a Lie 
$o no purpofe— But fince we have done nothing, we mud fay 
nothing, I think- I hear her-I’ll leave you together, and 
some off as you can. [Thrufis her in, andJbuts the Door. 

Enter Valentine, Scandal, and Angelica. 

Ang, You can’t accufe me of Inconftancy ; I never told you, 
afoat I lov’d you. 

JEal. But I can accufe you of Uncertainty, for not telling me 
whether you did or no. 

Ang. You midake Indifference for Uncertainty ^ I never had 
Concern enough to ask my felf the Quedion. 

Scan. Nor 
' 
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Scan. Nor good Nature enough to anfwcr him. that did ask 

you : 111 fay that for you, Madami 
Ang. What, are you fetting up for good Nature ? 
Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the Women do for ill 

Nature. 
Ang. Perfwade your Friend, that it is all Affectation. 
Val, I fhall receive no benefit from the Opinion : For I know 

no effectual Difference between continued Affectation and Ke- 
ality. 

Tatt. 1 Scandal, are you in private Difcourfe, any thing of 
coming up. jSecrefie? \_Afideto Scandah 

Scan. -Yes, but!dare truftyou ; We were talking of Angelicas 
Love for Valentine; you won’t fpeak of it. 

Tatt. No, no, not a Syllable-I know that’s a Secret, for 
it’s whifper’d every where. 

• Scan. Ha, ha, ha. 
Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle > I heard you fay fomething was 

whifper’d every where. 
Scan. Your Love of Valentine. 
Ang. How! 
Tatt. No, Madam, his Love for your Ladyfhip-Gad take 

me, I beg your Pardon-for I never heard a Word of your La- 
dyfhips Paflion, till this inftant. 

Ang. My Paflion! And who told you of my Paffton, pray 
sir ? ; i ' 

Scan. Why, is the Devil in you ? Did not I tell it you for a 
Secret ? 

Tatt. Gadfo; but I thought fhe might have been truffed with 
her own Affairs. 

Scan. Is that your Difcretion > truft a Woman with her felf? 
Tatt. You fay true* I beg your Pardon;— I’ll bring all off— 

It was impoffible, Madam, for me to imagine, that a Perfon of 
your Ladyfhip’s Wit and Gallantry, could have fo long receiv’d 
the paflionate Adddrefles of the accomplifht Valentine, and yet 
remain infenfible ,• therefore you will pardon me, from a jufl 
weight of his Merit,with your Ladyfhpisgood Judgment, I form’d 
the ballance of a reciprocal AffeCiion. 

- F % i Val. O 
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Val. O the DeviJ, what damn’d Coftive Poet has given thee 

this Lefion of Fuftian to get by Rote ? 
Ang. I. dare fwear you wrong him, it is his own-And 

Mr. Tattle only judges of the Succefs of others, from the Effects 
of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Tattle was never deny’d any 
thing in his Life. 

Tatt. O Lo» d! yes indeed, Madam, feveral times. 
* Ang. I fwear I don’t think ’tis pofiible. 
Tatt. Yes, I vow and fwear I have: Lord, Madam, I’m the 

moft unfortunate Man in the World, and the* mod cruelly us’d by 
the Ladies. * 

Ang. Nay, now you’re ungrateful. « 
Tatt. No, I hope not-’tis as much Ingratitude to own fome 

Favours, as to conceal others. 
Val. There, now it’s out. 
Ang. I don’t underftand you now. I thought you had never 

ask’d any thing, but what a Lady might modeftly grant, and you 
confefs. 

Scan. So faith, your Bufinefs is done here ; now you may go 
brag fomewhere elfe. 

Tatt. Brag 1 O Heav’ns I Why, did I name any body i 
Ang. No ; I fuppofe that is not in your Power; but you 

wou’d if you cou’d, no doubt on’t. 
Tatt. Not in my Power, Madam! What does your Ladylhip 

mean, that I have no Womans Reputation in my Power? 
Scan. Ouns, why you won’t own it, will you ? [Afide. 
Tatt. Faith, Madam, you’re in the right ; no more I have, as 

I hope to be fav’d ; I never had it in my Power to fay any thing 
to a Lady’s Prejudice in my Life-For as I was telling you, 
Madam, I have been the moft unfuccefsful Creature living, in 
things of that nature; and never had the good Fortune to be 
trufted once with a Lady’s Secret, not once. 

Ang. No. 
Val. Not once, I dare anfwer for him. 
Scan, And I’ll anfwer for him ; for I’m fure if he had, he wou’d 

have told me; I find, Madam, you don’t know Mr. Tattle.. 
Tatt. No indeed, Madam, you don’t know me at all, I find: 

For fure my intimate Friends wou’d have known--— 

Ang. Then 
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Ang. Then it feems you would have told, if you had been 

trufted. 
Tatt. O pox, Scandal, that was too far put— Never have 

told Particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have talk’d as of a 
Third Perfon-or have introduc’d an Amour of my own, 
in Convention, by way of Novel: but never have explain’d 
Particulars. 

Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tattles Secre- 
fie, if he was never trufted ? 

Scan. Why thence it arifes — The thing is proverbially 
fpoken ; but may be apply’d to him--—. As if we fhou’d fay in 
general Terms, He only is Secret who never was trufted ,• a Sa- 
tyrical Proverb upon our Sex- There’s another upon 
yours—~As fhe is chafte, who was never ask’d the Queftion. 
That’s all. 

Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly : ’Tis hard to tell 
whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more obliged to you. For 
you found her Vertue, upon the Backwardnefs of the Men ; and 
his Secrefie, upon the miftruft of the Women. 

Tatt. Gad, it’s very true, Madam, I think we are oblig’d to 
acquit our felves-And for my part-But your Lady- 
ihip is to fpeak firft— 

Ang. Am 11 Well, I freely confefs I have refilled a great deal 
of Temptation. 

Tatt. And I Gad, I have given fome Temptation that has not 
been refifted. 
• Val\ Good. 

Ang. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, how Fruit- 
lefs he has found his Endeavours, and to confefs all his Sollicita- 
tions and my Denials. 

Val. I am ready to plead, Not guilty for you; and Guilty, for 
my felf. 

Scan. So, why this is fair, here’s Demonftration with a Wit- 
nefs. 

Tatt. Well, my Witnefies are not prefent-But I c6nfefs l 
have had Favours from Perfons --But as the Favours are num- 
berlefs, fo the Perfons are namelefs. 

Scan. Pooh, pox, this proves nothing, " 

Tatt. Nt 
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'Tan. No? I can fiiew Letters, Locketts, Pifture*, and Rings; 

and if there he occafion for WitnefTes, I can fummon the Maids 
at the Chocolate-Houfes, all the Porters of Pall-Mall and Co- 
naent-Garden, the Door-keepers at the Play-Houfe, the Drawers 
at Locket's, Pontack s , the Rummer, Spring-Garden ; my own 
Landlady and Palet de Chambre ; all who Ihail make Oath, that 
I receive more Letters than the Secretary’s Office; and that I 
have more Vizor-Masks to enquire for me, than ever went to fee 
the Hermaphrodite, or the Naked Prince. And it is notorious, . 
that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry being made, who 
I was, it was anlwer’d, I was the famous Tattle, who had ruin’d 
fo many Women. 

Pal. It wras there, I fuppofe, you got the Nick-Name of the 
Great Turk. 

Tatt. True; I was call’d Turk-Tattle all over theParifh-- 
The next Sunday all the Old Women kept their Daughters at 
home, and the Parfonhad not half his Congregation. He wou’d 
have brought me into the Spiritual Court, but I was reveng’d 
upon him, for he had a handfom Daughter whom / initiated in¬ 
to the Science. But /repented it afterwards, for it was talk’d of 
in Town-:—And a Lady of Quality that fhall be namelefsi, in 
a raging Fit of Jealoufie, came dow7n in her Coach and Six Hor- 
fes^ and expos’d her felf upon my Account; Gad, 1 W'as forry 
for it with all my Heart-You know whom I mean--You 
know’ where we raffl’d-- 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Pal. ’Sdeath, are not you aiham’d? 
dng. O barbarous I I never heard" fo infolenfc a piece of Va¬ 

nity-Fie, Mr. Tattle--- I’ll (wear 1 could not have believ’d 
it-Is this your Secrefie ? 

Tatt. Gad fo, the Heat of my Story carry’d me beyond my 
Diicretion, as the Heat of the Lady’s Paffion hurry’d her beyond 
her Reputation-.But /hope/jo i don’t know' whom I mean ; 
tor there wrere a great many Ladies raffled-Pox on’t, now 
could /-bite off my Tongue. 

Scan. No doubt cn’t; for tnen :you*l tell us no more- 
Come, PH recommend a Song to yov^upon the Hint of my two 
Proverbs, and I fee one in the nexi Room that will ling ir. 

/ [Goes to the Door. 
* Tatt. For 
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Tatt. For Heavn’s fake, if you do guefs, fay nothing; Gad, 

I’m very unfortunate. 

v Re-enter Scandal, with one to Sing. 

\ _4 

Sean. Pray fing the firft Song in the laft New Play. 

S O N G. 

Set by Mr. John Eccles. 

A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d, 
The Swain had been Jilted, the Nymph been Betray d 

Their Intent ivas to try if his Oracle knew 
E're a Nymph that was Chafte, or a Swain that was True. 

■ . ' ' 2. 

Apollo was mute, and had like f have been pos d\ 
But fagely at length he this Secret d/clos'd: 
He alone wont Betray in whom none will Confide, 
And the Nymph may be Chafte that has never been 'try d. 

Enter Sir Sampfon, Mrs. Frail, Mifs, and Servant. 

Sirte*. Is Ben come? Odfo, my Son Ben come? Odd, Pin 
glad on’t: Where is he > /long to fee him. Now, "Mrs. Frail,, 
you fhall fee my Son Ben—— Body c’me, he’s the Hopes of my 
Family-/han’t feen him thefe Three Years—-I war¬ 
rant he’s grown-Call him in, bid him make hafte—-- 
I’m ready to cry for Joy. • [Exit Servant. 

Mrs. Frail. Now Mifs, you (hall fee your Husband. 
Mi/s. Pifh, he (hall be none of my Husband. [ Aftde to Frail. 
Mrs .Frail. Hu(h: Well be (han’t, leave that to me——-I’ll 

beckon Mr. Tattle to us* 

Ang. Won't 
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Ang. Won't you flay and fee your Brother > 
Val. We are the Twin-Stars, and cannot fhine in one Sphere; 

when he’Rifes / muft Set—Befides, if /fhou’d flay, /don’t 
know but my Father in good Nature may prefs one to the imme¬ 
diate Signing the Deed of Conveyance of my Eftate, and 1’il de- 
ferr it as long as /can-Well, you’ll come to a Refolution. 

Ang. /can’t. Refolution muft come tome, or I (hall never 
.have one. 

Scan. Come, Valentine, I’ll go with you ; I’ve fomething in my 
Head to communicate to you. [ Exit Val. and Scandal. 

Sir Samp. Whar, is my Son Valentine gone ? What, is he fneak’d 
and would not fee his Brother > There’s an Unnatural Whelp! 

There’s an ill-natur’d Dog ! What, were you here too, Madam, 
and could not keep him ! Cou’d neither Love, nor Duty, nor Na¬ 
tural Affettion oblige him. Odsbud, Madam, have no more to 
fay to him; he is not worth your Confideration. The Rogue 
has not a Drachm of Generous Love about him: All Intereft, all 
Intereft ; he’s an undone Scoundrel, and courts your Eftate: 
Body o’ me, he does not care a Doit for your Per/on. 

Ang. I’m pretty even with him, Sir Sampfon; for if ever I 
cou’d have lik’d any thing in him, it lhou’d have been his Eftate 
too : But fince that’s gone, the Bait’s of£ and the naked Hook 
appears. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, well fpoken; and you are a Wifcr Woman 
than I thought you were : For moft young Women now-a-days 
are to be tempted with a naked Hook. 

Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampfon, I’m for a good Eftate with any 
Man, and for any Man with a good Eftate : Therefore if I were 
obliged to make a Choice, I declare I’d rather have you than your 
Son. J 

Sir Samp. Faith and Troth you’re a wife Woman, and I’m glad 
to hear you fay fo ; I was afraid you were in Love with the Re¬ 
probate ; Odd, I was forry for you with all my Heart: Hang 
him, Mungrel; call him off; you (hall fee the Rogue fhew him- 
felf, and make Love to fome defponding Cadua of Fourfcore for 
Suftenance. Odd, I love to fee a young Spendthrift forc’d to 
cling to an Old Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak : 
Faith 1 do ; I love to fee ’em hug and cotten together, like Down 
upon a Thidle. 

Enter 
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Enter Ben. Legend and Servant. 

Ben. Where’s Father ? 
Serv. There, Sir, his back’s toward you. 
Sir Sam. My Son Ben! blefs thee my dear Boy ; body o* me, 

thou art heartily welcome. 
Ben. Thank you Father, and I’m glad to fee you. 
Sir Sam. Odsbud, and Pm glad to lee thee, kifs me Boy, kifs 

me again and again, dear Ben. iK/jfes him. 
Ben. So, Fo, enough Father-Mefs, I’de rather kifs tkefe 

Gentlewomen. 
Sir Sam. And fo thou lhalt,—«Mrs. Angelica, my Son Ben. 
Ben. Forfooth an you pleafe—[Salutes her] Nay Miftrefs, Pm 

not for dropping Anchor here; About Ship I laith— [kiffes Frail.] 
Nay, and you too, my little Cock-boat—fo-— [Kjffes Mijs. 

Tatt. Sir, you’re welcome a-fhore. 
Ben. Thank you, thank you Friend. 
Sir Sam. Thou half been many a weary League Ben, fince I 

law thee. 
Ben. Ey, ey, been! Been far enough, an that be all-well 

Father, and how do all at home? How do’s Brother Dick, and 
Brother VaU 

Sir Sam. Dick, body o’ me, Dick has been dead thefe two 
Years ; I writ you word, when you were at Legorne. 

Ben. Mefs, and that’s true : marry I had forgot. Dick7s dead 
as you lay-well, and how ? I have a many Queftions to 
ask you; well, you be’nt Marry’d again, Father, be you? 

Sir Sam. No, I intend you fhall Marry, Ben; I would not Mar¬ 
ry for thy fake. 

Ben. Nay, what do’s that fignifie ?—an you Marry again—. 
Why then, I’ll go to Sea again, fo there’s one for t’other, an 
that be all--Pray don’t let me be your hindrance ; e’en Mar¬ 
ry a God’s Name an the wind lit that way. As for my part, 
may-hap I have no mind to Marry. 

Frail. That wou’d be pity, fuch a Handfome Young Gentle¬ 
man. * . . 

Ben. Handfome! he, he, he, nay forfooth, an you be for 
Joking, Ill Joke with you, for I love my jell, an the Ship 

G were 
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were finking, as we fayn at Sea. But I’ll tell you why I don't much 
Hand towards Matrimonie. I love to roam about from Port to 
Port; and from Land to Land : / could never abide to be Port- 
bound as we call it: Now a man that is marry’d, has as it were, 
dee fee, his feet in the Bilboes, and may hap may’ntget ’em out 
again when he wou’d. 

Sir <Samp Bens a Wagg. 
Ben. A man that is marri’d, dee fee, is no more like another 

man, than a Galley-flave is like one of us free Sailors,he is chain'd 
to an Oar all his life,* and may-hap forc’d to tug a leaky Vdlel 
into the Bargain. 

Sir Samp. A very Wag, Bens a very Wag ,* only a little rough, 
he wants a little Polilhing. 

Frail. Not at all; I like his humour mightily, it’s plain and 
honeft, I fhou’d like fuch a humour in a Husband extream- 
Jy. 

Ben. Say’n you fo forfooth> Marry and I Ihou’d like fuch 
a handfome Gentlewoman for a Bed*fellow hugely, how fay 
you Miftrefs, wou’d you like going to Sea ? Mefs you’re a 
tight Veffel, and well rigg’d, an you were but as well 
Mann’d. 

Frail. I fhou’d not doubt that, if you were Matter of me. 
Ben. But I’ll tell you one thing, an you come to Sea in a 

high Wind, or that Lady. —— You mayn’t carry fo much 
Sail o’your Head-Top and Top-gallant by the Mefs. 

Frail. No, why fo > 
Ben. Why an you do. You may run the risk to be over- 

fet, and then you’ll carry your Keels above Water, he, he, 
he. • 

Ang. I fwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verrieft Wag in nature; an 
abfolute Sea-wit. 

Sir Samp. Nay, 2k«bas Parts, but as I told you before, they 
want a little Polilhing: You mutt not take any thing ill, Ma¬ 
dam. 

Ben. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; I mean all in 
good part: For if 1 give a Jett, I’ll take a Jed: And fo forfooth 
you may be as free with me. 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended; — but me* 
thinks 
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thinks Sir Sampfon, You fhou'd leave him alone with his Miftrefs. 
Mr. Tattle, we muff not hinder Lovers. 

Tatt. Well Mifs, I have your promife. [Afide to Mils. 
Sir Sam. Body o’me, Madam, you fay true:-Look you 

Ben; this is your Miftrefs,—Come Mifs, you muft not be (harne- 
fac’d, well leave you together. 

Mifs. I can’t abide to be left alone, mayn’t my Couftn (lay 
with me 

Sir Sam. No, no. Come, let’s away. 
Ben. Look you Father, may-hap the j^oung Woman may’nt 

take a liking to me.- 
Sir Sam. I warrant thee Boy, Come, come, we’ll be gone ; I’ll 

venture that. [Exeunt all but Ben and Mifs. - 
Ben. Come Miftrefs, will you pleafe to fit down, for an you 

(land a ftern a that’n, we (hall never grapple together,—-— 
Come, I’ll haule a Chair; there, an you pleafe to ftt, I’ll fit 
by you. 

Mifs. You need not fit fo near one, if you have any thing to 
fay, I can hear you farther off, I an’t deaf. 

Ben. Why that’s true as you fay, nor I an’t dumb, I can be 
heard as far as another,—I’ll heave off to pleafe you .[Sits further off. 
An we were a League afunder, l’de undertake to hold Difcourfe 
with you, an ’twere not a main high Wind indeed, and full in 
my Teeth. Look you forfooth, I am as it wTere, bound for the 
Land of Matrimony; ’tis a Voyage d’ee fee that was none of 
my feeking, 1 w;as commanded by Father, and if you like of it, 
may-bap 1 may fleer into your Harbour. How fay you Miftrefs? 
the (hort of the thing is this, that if you like me, and I like ycu, 
we may chance to fwing in a Hammock together. 

Mifs. I don’t know what to fay to you, nor I don’t care to fpeak 
with you at all. 

Ben. No, I’m forry for that.-But pray wrhy are ycu fo 
fcornful ? 

Mifs. As long as one muft not fpeak one's mind, one had better 
not fpeak at al), I think, and truly I W'on’t tell a lie for the 
matter. 

Ben. Nay, You fay true in that, it’s but a folly to lie : For to 
fpeak one thing, and to think juft the contrary w ay ; is a, it were, 

G i to 
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to look one way, and to row another. Now, for my part d’ee 
fee, l’m for carrying things above Board, I’m not for keeping any 
thing under Hatches,-fo that if you ben’t as willing as I, fay 
fo a God’s name, there’s no harm done; may-hap you may be 
Ihame-fac’d/ome Maidens thof’ they love a man well enough, yet 
they don’t care to teli’n fo to’s face: If that’s the Cafe, why filence 
gives confent. 

Mifs. But I’m fure it is not fo, for I’ll fpeak fooner than you 
fhould believe that; and I’ll fpeak truth, tho’ one fhould always 
cell a lie to a man ; and I don’t care, let my Father do what he 
will; I’m too big to be whipt, fo I’ll tell you plainly, I don’t 
like you, nor love you at all, nor never will, that’s more: So, 
there’s your anfwer for you ; and don’t trouble me no more, you 
ugly thing. 

Ben. Look you Young Woman, You may learn to give good 
words however. I fpoke you fair d’ee fee, and civil-As 
for your Love or your liking, I don’t value it of a Rope’s end ; 
-—And may-hap I like you as little as you do me:—What 
I faid was in Obedience to Father; Gad I fear a Whipping no 
more than you do. But I tell you one thing, if you ftiou’d 
give fuch Language at Sea, you’d have a Cat o’ Nine-tails laid 
crofs your Shoulders. Flefh who are you ? You heard t’other 
handfome Young Woman fpeak civilly to me, of her own ac¬ 
cord : Whatever you think of your felf. Gad I don’t think you 
are any more to compare to her, thanaCannof Small-beer to a 
Bowl of Punch. 

Mifs. Well, and there’s a handfome Gentleman, and a fine Gen* 
tleman, and a fweet Gentleman, that was here that loves me, 
and I love him; and if he fees you fpeak to me any more, he! 
thrafh your Jacket for you, he will, you great Sea-calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-Weather Spark that was here 
juft now ? Will he thraih my Jacket ?—Let’n,—let’n, —But an he 
comes near me, may-hap I may giv’n a Salt Eel for’s Supper, for 
all that. What do’s Father mean to leave me alone asfoon as /come 
home, with fuch a, dirty dowdy.—Sea-calf? I an’t Calf enough to 
lick your Chalk’d face, You Cheefe-curd you,-Marry thee! 
Oons I’ll Marry a Lapland- Witch as foon, and live upon felling of 
contrary Winds, and Wrack’d Vefiels. 

Mifs. / won’t be call’d Names, nor / won’t be abus’d thus, fo / 
won't 
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won’t. —I f I were a man,-—[Cry;.]-'You durft not talk at this 
rate-No you durft no:, you (b’rrking Tar barrel. 

Enter Mrs. Forelight, and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs. Fore. They have quarrel’djuft as w* cmj’d w;(h. 
Ben. Tar-barrel > Let your S vre* dicart there call me fo, ifh?*I 

take your part, Your Tom Ejcncey and fl: "ay f<mv*thing to him ,* 
Gad PH lace his Mu^k-Doublet for hi n, ITi makt V.m (link ; he 
(hallfmell more like a Weafel than a Civet-Cat, afore 1 ha’ done 
with ’en. 

Mrs. Fore. Blefs me, what’s the matter? Mifs^ what do’* (lie 
cry?—Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to her ? 

Ben. Let her cry: The more (he cries,the ids ftp’ll--(he has 
been gathering foul weather in her Mouth, and now it rains cut at 
her Eyes. 

Mrs./^r<?.Come,iW^j,come along with me,and tell me,poor Child, 
Frail. Lord, what (hall we do, there's env Brother Forefight, and 

Sir Sampfon coming. Sifter, do you take M/Jsdowo into the Par¬ 
lour, and I’ll carry Mr. Benjamin into my Chamber,for they muft 
not know that they are fall’n out. — Come, Sir, will you venture 
your felf with me > • [Looks kindly on Him. 

Ben. Venture, Mefs, and that I will, tho’ ’twere to Sea in a 
Storm. [Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Sampfon and Forefighr. 

Sir Sam. I left ’em together here; What are they gone ? Bens 
a brisk Boy: He has got her into a Corner,Father’s own Son faith, 
he’l touzle her, and mouzle her: The Rogue’s (harp fet, coming 
from Sea, if he ftiould not (lay for faying Grace, old Forefight ^but 
fall too without the help of a Parfon, ha > Odd if he (hould I cou’d 
not be angry with him; twould be but like me, A Chip of the Old 
Block. Ha! thou’rt melancholly old Prognoftication ; As melan- 
cholly as if thou had ft fpilt the Salt, or par’d thy Nails of a Sun¬ 
day:—Come, Cheer up, look about thee: Look up old Star- 
Gazer. Now is he poring upon the Ground for a crooked Pin, or 
an old Horfe-nai), with the head towards him. 

Fore. 
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fore. Sir Sampfon, well have the Wedding to morrow morning. 
Sir Samp With aft my Heart. 
Fore At Ten a Clock, pun&ually at Ten. 
Sir Samp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou (hall fet thy Watch, 

and the Bridegroom lhall cbferve it’s Motions; they (hall be mar¬ 
ried to a Minute, go to Bed to a Minute ; and when the Alarm 
ftr ikes, they ftiall keep time like the Figures of St. Dunftans Clock, 
and Confummatum eft fhall ring all over the Parlfh. 

Enter. Scandal. 
Scan. Sir Sampfon, fad News. 
fore. Blefs us ! 
Sir Samp. Why, what’s the matter > 
Scan. Can’t you guefs at what ought to afflid you and him, 

and all of us, more than any thing clfe. 
Sir Samp. Body o’ me, I don’t know any univerfal Grievance, 

but a new Tax, and the lofs of the Canary Fleet. Without Popery 
Ihou d be landed in the Weft> or the French Fleet were at Anchor 
at Blackwall. 

Scan. No. Undoubtedly Mr. Foreftght knew all this, and might 
have prevented it. 

Fore. ’Tis no Earthquake! 
Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind. But we don’t know what 

it may come o-But it has had a Confequence already that 
touches us all. 

Sir Samp. Why, body o’me, out with’t. 
Scan. Something has appear’d to your Son Valentine-- He’s 

gone to Bed upon’t, and very ill-He fpeaks little, yet fays 
be has a World to fay. Asks for his Father and the Wife Fore- 
fight; talks of Raymond Lully, and the Ghoft of Lilly. He has 
Secrets to impart I fuppofe to you two. I can get nothing out of 
him but Sighs. He defires he may fee you in the Morning, but 
would not be diflurb’d to Night, becaufe he has fome Eufinefs 
to do in a Dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity. What have I to do with his Dreams or 
his Divination-Body o’ me, this is a Trick to defer Signing 
the Conveyance. .1 w arrant the Devil will tell him in a Dream, 
that he muft nor part w'ith hisEftate : But I’ll bring him a Parfon 
to tell him, that the Devil’s a Liar-Or if that won’t do, I’ll 

bring 
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bring a Lawyer that (hall out-lle the Devil. And fo I’ll try 
whether my Black-Guard or his Shall get the better of the Day. 

[.Exit. 
Scan. Alas, Mr. Forefight, I’m afraid ail is not right-You are 

a Wife Man, and a Conscientious Man; a Searcher into O cu lty 
and Futurity; and if you commit an Error, it is wth a great 
deal of Consideration, and Dilcretion, and Caution-- 

Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal—-- 
Scan. Nay, nay, ’tis mamfeft ; I do not flitter you-—— But 

Sir Sampfon is hafty, very hafty ;—I’m afraid he is not Scrupu¬ 
lous enough, Mr. Forefight-He has been wicked, and Heav’n 
grant he may mean well in his Ailair with you-But my Mind 
gives me, thefe things cannot be wholly insignificant. You are 
wife, and Shou’d not be over-reach’d ; methinks you Shou’d 
not- c 

Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal-Humanum eft errarc. 
Scan You fay true, Man will err; meer Man will err - 

but you are Something more-There have been wife Men ; 
but they were Such as you —-Men who consulted the Stars, 
and were Observers of Omens- Salomon was wife, but 
how ?-by his Judgment in Aftrology-So fays Pineda in 
his Third Book and Eighth Chapter—— 

Fore. You are iearn’d, Mr. Scandal- 
Scan. A Trifler-but a Lover of Art-— And the Wife 

Men of the Eaft ow’d their Inftru&ion to a Star, which is rightly 
obferv’d by Gregory the Great in favour of Aftrology! And AU 
bertus Magnus makes it the moft valuable ^Science, Becaufe, fays 
he, it teaches us to confider the Caufation of Caufes, in the 
Caufe^ of things. 

Fore. I proteSt I honour you, Mr. Scandal—I did not think you 
had been read in thefe matters^- Few Young Men are inclin’d— 

Scan. I thank my Stars that have inclin’d me-But I fear this 
Marriage and making over this Eftate, this transferring of a 
rightful Inheritance, will bring Judgments upon us. / prophefle 
it, and I wou’d not have the Fate of Cajfandra^ not to be believ’d. 
Valentine is difturb’d, what can be the Caufe of that \ And Sir Sam- 
pfon is hurry’d on by an unuSual Violence--I fear he does not 
a<$ wholly from himfelf; methinks he does not look as he ufed to 
do. 

Fore. He 
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Fore. He was always of an impetuous Nature-But as to this 

marriage I have confuked the Science; and all Appearances ate 
profperous—— 

Scan. Come, Come , Mr. Forefight, let not the Profpedfc of 
Worldly Lucre carry you beyond your Judgment, nor againft 
your Confcience— You are not fatisfy’d that you adfc juftly. 

Fere. How! 
Scan. You are not fatisfy’d, I fay-^-I am loath todifeourage 

you—But it is palpable that you are not fatisfy’d. 
Fore. How does it appear, Mr.Scandalt I think I am very well 

fatisfy’d. 
Scan. Either you fuffer your felf to deceive your felf; or you 

do not know your felf. 
Fore. Pray explain your felf. 
Scan. Do youfleep well o’nights? 
Fore. Very well. 
Scan. Are you certain > You do not look fo. 
Fore. I am in Health, I think. 
Scan. So was Falentine this Morning; and look’d juft fo. 
Fore. How ! Am /alter’d any way ? I don’t perceive it. 
Scan. That may be, but your Beard is longer than it was two 

Hours ago. 
Fore. Indeed ! blefc me. 

Enter Mrs. Forefight. 
Mrs. Fore. Husband, will you go to Bed ? It’s Ten a Clock. 

Mr. Scandal, your Servant—— 
Scan. Pox on her, Ihe has interrupted my Deftgn-But I muft 

work her into the Project. You keep early Hours, Madam. 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Forefight is punctual, we fit up after him. 
Fore. My Dear, pray lend me your Glafs, your little Looking- 

glafs. 
Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam—I’ll tell you the reafon. [She • 

gives him the Glafs : Scandal andfhe whifper.] My Paflion for you 
is grown fo violent— that I am no lunger Mafter of my felf-/ 
was interrupted in the morning, when you had Charity enough 
to give me your Attention, and / had Hopes of finding another 
opportunity of explaining my fe*f to )ou ——but was difappoin- 
ted all this day; and the Uneaftnefs that has attended me ever 
fince, brings me now hither at this unfealonable hour- 

Mrs. Fore. 
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Mrs. Fore. Was there ever fuch Impudence, to make Love'to 

me before my Husband’s Face f I’ll Swear I’ll tell him. 
Scats. Do, I’ll dye a Martyr, rather than difclaim myPaffi- 

on. But come a little farther this way, and I’ll tell you what 
Project I had to get him out of the way ; that I might have an 
opportunity of waiting upon you. [Whiter. 

[Forefight looking in the GlafsJ] 
Fore. I do not fee any Revolution here;—-Methinks I 

look with a ferene and benign afpe£f-pale, a little pale—— 
but the Roles of thefe Cheeks have been gather’d many Years;— 
ha/ I do not like that fiiddain flufhing-gone already/- 
hem, hem, hem/ faintifh. My Heart is pretty good; yet it 
beatsT and my Pulfes ha /-1 have none- ercy on me— 
hum——Yes, here they are-—Gallop, gallop, gallop, gal¬ 
lop, gallop, gallop, hey / Whither will they hurry me?- 
Now they’re gone again-And now I’m faint again; and 
pale again, and hem / and my hem /-breath, hem 7- 
grows fhort ; hem / hem / he, he, hem / 

Scan. It takes, purfue it in the name of Love and Pleafure. 
Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Forefight ? 
Fore. Hum, not fo well as I thought I was.. Lend me your 

Hand. 
Scan. Look you there now—-—--Your Lady fays your Sleep 

has been unquiet of late. 
Fore. Very likely. 
Mrs. Fore. O’ mighty reftlefs, but I was afraid to tell him 

fo.-He has been flibjed to Talking and Starting. 
Scan. And did not ufe to be fo. 
Mrs. Fore. Never, never; till within thefe three Nights; 

I cannot fay that he has once broken my Reff, fince we have 
been Marry’d. 

Fore. I will go to Bed. 
Scan. Do fo, Mr. Fore fight, and fay your Pray’rs;_He 

looks better than he did. 
; Mrs. Fore. Nurfe, Nurfe/ i. [Calls, 

Fore. Do you think fo, Mr. Scandal? 
Scan. Yes, yes, 1 hope this will be gone by Morning, taking 

it in time.—— 
Fore. I hope fo. 

H t Enter 
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Mrs. Fore. Nurfe ;. your Matter is not well; put him to Bed.. 
Scan. I hope you will be able to fee Vdentine in the Morn¬ 

ing,-you had bett take a little Diacodion and Cowflip 
water, and lye upon your back, may be you may dream. 

Fore. I thank you Mr. Scandal, ] will-Nurfe, let me 
have a Watch-light, and lay the Crums of Comfort by me.— 

Nurfe. Yes, Sir. 
Fore. And-—“hem, hem t I am very faint.. 
Scan. No, no, you look much better. 
Fore. Do 1? And d’ye hear--bring me, let me fee- - 

within a quarter of Twelve-hem-he, hem/-juft 
upon the turning of the Tide, bring me the Urinal; — And 

• / hope, neither the Lord of my Attendant, nor the Moon will 
be combuft; and then I may do well. 

Scan. I ‘hope fo-Leave that to me ; I will ereCt a 
Scheme; and I hope I fhall find both Sol and Venus in the ttxth 
Houtt. 

Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou’d be a great 
Comfort to me. Hem, hem / good Night. [Exit,. 

Scan. Good Night, good. Mr. ForeJjght;-and I hope 
Mars and Venus will be in Conjunction -while your Wife 
and I are together. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; and what utt do you hope to make of this 
ProjeCt ? You don’t think, that you are e.ver-like to fucceed in 
your defign upon me. 

Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I have a better Opinion both of you 
and my ttlf, than to defpair. 

Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear fuch a Toad'-heark’ee Devil; 
do you think any Woman Honeft ? 

Scan. Yes, feveral, very honeft;-they’ll cheat a little at 
Cards, fometimes, but that’s nothing. 

Mrs. Fore. Pfhaw / but Vertuous, I mean. 
Scan. Yes, Faith, 7 believe fbme Women are. Vertuous too-; 

hi this as / believe fome iMen are Valiant, thro’ fear-For 
why fhouki a Man court Danger, or a Woman fhun Pleafure. 

Mrs. Fore,, 
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Mrs. Fore. O Monftrous ! What are Conlcience and Ho« 

nour? 
Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and Confcience a 

Domeftick Thief; and he that wou’d fecure his Pleafure, mu ft 
pay a Tribute to one, and go halves with the t’other. As for 
Honour, that you have fecur’d, for you have purchas’d a perpe¬ 
tual opportunity for Pleafure. 

Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleafure ! 
Scan. Aye, your Husband, a Husband is an opportunity for 

Pleafure, fb you have taken care of Honour, and ’tis the leaft 
I can do to take care of Confcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And fo you think we are free for one another ? 
Scan. Yes Faith, I think fo; I love to fpeak my mind. 
Mrs. Fore. Why then I’ll fpeak my mind. Now as to this 

Affair between you and me. Here you make love tome; why, 
I’ll confefs it does not difpleafe me. Your Perfbn is well enough, 
and your Underftanding is not a-mifs. 

Scan. I have no great Opinion of my felf; yet I think, I’m 
neither Deform’d, nor a Fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a Villanous Character; you are a 
Libertine in Speech, as well as Pra&ice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you wou’d fay,—-you think 
it more dangerous to be feen in Convention with me, than to 
allow fome other Men the laft Favour ; you miftake, the liber¬ 
ty I take in Talking, is purely affe&ed, for the Service of your 
Sex. He that firft cries out flop Thief, is often he that has 
ftolen the Treafure. I am a Jugler, that a<T by Confederacy ; 
and if you pleafe, we’ll put a Trick upon the world. 

Mrs. Fore. Aye; butyou are fiich an univerfal Jugler,- 
that I’m afraid you have a great many Confederates. 

Scan. Faith, I’m found. 
. Mrs. Fore. O, fie-I’ll Swear you’re Impudent. 

Scan. I’ll Swear your Handfome. 
Mrs. Fore. Pifh, you’d tell me fo, tho’ you did not think fb. 
Scan. And you’d think fb, tho’ I fhould not tell you fo: And 

now I think we know one another pretty well, 
Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who’s here ? 

H 2 Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Frail, and Ben. 

Ben, Mefs, 7 love to (peak my mind--Father has nothing 
10 do with me-Nay, I can’t fay that neither; he has fom£ 
thing to do with me. But what do’s that fignifie ? If fb be, 
that I ben’t minded to be fleer’d by him; ’tis as tho’f he ihould 
ftrive againft Wind and Tyde.. 

Mrs. Erail. Aye, 'but my Dear, we muff keep it fecret, till 
the Eftate be fetled ;. for you know, Marrying without an 
Eftate, is like Sailing in a Ship without Ballaft. 

Ben. He, he, he,; why that’s true * juft fo for all the World 
it. is indeed, as like as two Cable Ropes., 

Mrs. Frail. And tho’ 7 have a good Portion; you know one 
wou’d not venture all in one bottom. 

Ben. W hy that’s true again; for may-hap one bottom may 
Ipring a Leak. You have hit it indeed, Mefs you’ve nick’d the 
Channel. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you fhou’d forfake me after all, you’d 
break my Heart. 

Ben. Break your Heart? I’de rather the Mary-gold fhou’d 
break her Cable in a ftorm, as well as I love her. Flefh, you 
don’t think I’m falfe-hearted, like a Land-man. A Sailer will 
be. honeft, tho’f may-hap he has never a Penny of Mony in his 
Pocket-May-hap I may not have fo fair a Face, as a Citizen 
or a Courtier • • but for all that, I’ve as good Blood in my Veins 
and a Heart as found as a Bisket. 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always ?’ 
Ben. Nay, an I love once. I’ll ftick like pitch,- I’ll tell you 

that. Come, I’ll fing you a Song of a Sailor. 
Mrs. Frail. Hold, there’s my Sifter, I’ll call her to hear it. 
Mrs. Fore. Well; 7 won’t go to Bed to my Husband to Night; 

hecaufe I’ll retire to my own Chamber, and think of what you 
have fa id. 

Scan. Well ; You’ll give me leave to wait upon you to your 
Chamber-door; and leave you my laftlnftructions ? 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here’s my Sifter coming toward us. 
Mrs. Frail* If it won’t interrupt you, Til entertain you with a 

Saofc 
Ben. 
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Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ships-Crew’s Wife; 

our Boat-fwain made the Song, may-hap you may know her, 
Sir. Before fhe was Marry’d, fhe was call’d buxom loan of 
Deptford. J 

Scan. I have heard of her. 
Ben. Sings. 

BALLAD. 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. A 

ASouldier and, a Sailor, 
A Tinker, and a Tailor, 

Had once a doubtful firife, Sir, 
To make a Maid a TVife, Sir, 

Whofe Name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the time was ended. 
When fhe no more intended, 
To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, . 

And lie o’ Nights alone., 
2. 

The Souldier Swore like Thunder, 
He lov'd her more than Plunder • 
And fbew’d her many a Scar, Sir, 
That he had brought from far. Sir. 

With Fighting for her fake. 
The Tailor thought to pleafe her, 
With offering her his Meajure. 
The Tinker too with Mettle, 
Said he could mend her Kjttle, 

* And flop up ev'ry leak. 

3* 

But while thefe three were prating, 
The Sailor flily waiting, 

Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they fhould all fall out, Sir : 

He then might play his part. . 
And jufl e'en as he meant, Sir, 
T° Loggerheads they went, Sir, 

And 
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And then he let fly at her, 
A fhot ’twixt wind and water, 

That won this Fair Maids Heart. 

Ben. If fomeof our Crew that came to fee me, are not gone; 
you fhall fee, that we Sailors can Dance fometimes, as well as 
other Folks. ' t. [Whiflles. 
I warrant that brings ’em, an’ they be within hearing. 

i • * 

Enter Seamen. 
V- . % 

-’.' A f'\ • 

Oh here they be-And Fiddles along with ’em; come, my 
Lads, let’s have a round, and I’ll make one. [Dance. 

Ben. We’re merry Folk, we Sailors, we han’t much to care 
for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Bisket, and drink Flip; put 
on a clean Shirt once a Quarter-Come home and 
lie with our Landladies once a Year, get rid of a little 
Mony ; and then- put off with the next fair wind. How de’e 
like us ? 

Mrs. Frail. O’ you are thehappieft, merried: Men alive. 
Mrs. Fore. We’re beholding to Mr. Benjamin for this 

Entertainment. 
I believe it’s late. 

Ben. Why, forfooth, an you think fo, you had bed: go to 
Bed. For my part, I mean to tofs a Can, and remember 
my Sweet-Heart, a-fore I turn in ; may-hap I may dream 
of her. 

•Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beff go to Bed and Dream 
too. 

Scan. Why Faith, I have a good lively Imagination; and 
can Dream as much to the purpofe as another, if / fet about 
it: But Dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy, hopelefs, 
and imperfect Lover; ’tis the lad: glimpfe of Love to worn- 
out Sinners, and the faint dawning of a Blifs to wifhing 
Girls, and growing Boys. 

There's >nought but willing, waking Love, that can 
Make Blefl the Ripen'd Maid,. and Finijb’d Man. [Exeunt. 

The End of the Third Aft. 
t A C 1’ 
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ACT. IV. SCENE I. 

Valentine’* Lodging. 

" . <• / 

Enter Scandal, and Jeremy. 

Scan. TI7ELL, Is your Matter ready ; do’s he look mad- 
VV ly, and talk madly? 

Jer. Yes, Sir; you need make no great doubt of that; he 
that was fo near turning Poet yefterday morning, can’t be 
much to Peek in playing the Madman to day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the Reafon of 
his defign l 

Jer. No, Sir, not yet;—He has a mind to try, whether his 
'playing the Madman, won’t make her play the Fool, and fall 
in Love with him ; or at leaft own that fhe has lov’d him all 
this while, and conceal’d it. 

Scan. I law her take Coach jutt now with her Maid; and 
think / heard her bid the Coach-man drive hither. 

Jere. Like enough, Sir, for / told her Maid this morning, my 
Matter was run ftark mad only for Love of her Miftrefs: I hear 
a Coach ftop ; if it fhould be (he, Sir, I believe he would not 
lee her, till he hears how (lie takes it. 

Scan. Well, I’ll try her-’tis fhe, here fhe comes. 

Enter Angelica with Jenny.- ' • 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, 7 fuppole you don’t think it a Novelty, to 
fee a Woman vifit a Man at his own Lodgings in a morning. 

Scan. Not upon a kind oCeatton, Madam. But when a Lady 
comes Tyrannically to infult a ruin’d Lover, and make ma- 
nifeft the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty $ the barbarity of it, 
fomething furprizes me. 

Ang. I don’t liRc Raillery from a ferious Face-—-pray tel! 
me what is the matter. 

Jere, 



jfere. No ft range matter, Madam; my Mafter’s mad, that’s 
'all: I fuppofe your Ladyfhip has thought him lo a great while. 

Ang. How d’ye mean, mvad ? 
Jere. Why faith, Madam, he’s mad for want of his Wits 

juft as he was for want of Money ; his Head is e’en as light as 
his Pockets; and any body that has a mind to a bad Bargain, 
can’t do better than to beg him for his Eftate. 

Ang. If you {peak Truth, your endeavouring at Wit is very 
unfealonable- 

Scan. She’s concern’d, and loves him. [ Afide. 
Ang. Mv. Scandal, you can’t think me guilty of fo much In¬ 

humanity, as not to be concerned for a Man I muft own my felf 
oblig’d to—-— pray tell me truth. 

Scan. Faith, Madam, I wifh telling a Lie would mend the 
matter. But this is no new eftedf of an unfuccefsful Paffion. 

Ang. afide.] I know not what to think-Yet I fliou’d be 
vext to have a trick put upon me-May I not fee him ? 

Scan. I’m afraid the Phyfician is not whiling you fhou’d fee 
him yet-go *n an^ enquire. [Exit Jere. 

Ang. Ha 1 I faw him wink and fmiie.-- I fancy ’tis a 
trick-I’ll try-1 would dilguife to all the World a Fail¬ 
ing, which I muft own to you-1 fear my Happinefs de¬ 
pends upon the recovery of Valentine. Therefore I conjure you, 
as you are his Friend, and as you have Compaflion upon one 
fearful of AffH&ion, to tell me what I am to hope for_I cannot 
fpeak-But you may tell me, tell me, for you know what I 
wou’d ask ? 

' Scan. So, this is pretty plain-- Be not too much concern’d 
Madam ; I hope his Condition is not defperate: An Acknow¬ 
ledgment of Love from you, perhaps, may work a Cure; as the 
fear of your Averfion occafion’d his Diftemper. 

Ang. afide.] Say you fo; nay, then I’m convinc’d : And if I 
don’t play Trick for Trick, may I never tafte the Pleafure of 
Revenge-Acknowledgment of Love ! I find you have m- 
ftakenmy Companion, and think me guilty of a Weaknefs I 
am a Stranger to. But I have too much Sincerity to deceive 
you, and too much Charity to fuffer him to be deluded with 
vain Hopes. Good Nature and Humanity oblige me to be con¬ 
cern’d for him ; but to Love is neither in my Power nor Incli¬ 

nation; 
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nation; and if he can’t be cur’d without I flick the Poyfon from 
his Wounds, I’m afraid he won’t recover his Semes nil I lofe 
mine. 

Scan. H<?y, brave Woman, I faith-Won't you fee him 
then, if lie defire it ? 

Ang. What fignific a Madman’s Defires ? Befides, ’twou’d 
make me uneafie-If I don’t fee him, perhaps my Concern 
for him may leffen—;-If I forget him, ’tis no more than he 
has done by himfelf: and now the Surprize is,over, methinks I 
am not half fo forry for him as I was-£— 

Scan. So, faith good Nature works a-pace; you were con- 
fefling juft now an Obligation to his Love. 

Ang. But I have confider’d that Paftions are unreafonable 
and involuntary ; if he loves, he can’t help it; and if I don’t 
love, I can’t help it; no more than he can help his.being a Man, 
or I my being a Woman ; or no more than I can help my want 
of Inclination to ftay longer here-Come, Jenny. [ Exit Ang. 

and Jenny. 
Scan. Humh ! — An admirable Compofition, faith, this 

fame Womankind. 

Enter Jeremy. 

Jere. What, fs fhe gone, Sir ? 
Scan. Gone; why lhe was never here, nor any where elfe; 

nor I don’t know her if I fee her ; nor you neither. 
Jere. Good lack ! What’s the matter now? Are any more of 

us to be mad ? Why, Sir, my Mafter longs to fee her ; and is 
almoft mad in good earneft, with the Joyful News of her being 
here. 

Scan. We are all under a miftake—^— Ask no Queftions, for I 
can’t refolve you ; but I’ll inform your Mafter. In the mean 
time, if our Proje£t fucceed no better with his Father, than it 
does with his Miftrefs, he may defcend from his Exaltation of 
madnefs into the road of common Senle, and be content only 
to be made a Fool with other realonable People. I hear Sir Sam- 
pfon, you know your Cue; I’ll to your Mafter. [ Exit. 

I Enter 
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Enter Sir Sampfon Legend with a Lawyer. 
✓ . . 

Sir Samp. Dye fee, Mr. Buckrum, here’s the Paper (ign’d with 
his own Hand. 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance is ready drawn in this" 
Box, if he be ready to fign and feal. 

ySir Samp. Ready, body o’ me, he muft be ready ; his Sham- 
ifeknefs fhan’t excufe him-O, here’s his Scoundrel. Sirrah, 
where’s your Matter ? 

Jere. Ah, Sir, he’s quite gone. 
Sir Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead i 
Jere. No, Sir, not dead. 
Sir Samp. What, is he gone out of Town, runaway, ha! has 

he trick’t me t fpeak, Varlet. 
Jere. No, no, Sir; he’s fafe enough, Sir, an he were but as found, 

poor Gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, and not here, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Hey day, Rafcal, do you banter me > Sirrah, d’ye 

banter me-- Speak Sirrah, where is he, for I will find him. 
Jere. Would you could, Sir; for he has loft himfelf. Indeed, 

Sir, I have a mo ft broke my Heart about him^— I can’t refrain 
Tears when I think of him, Sir ; I’m as melancholy for him as a 
Pafting-Bell, Sir; or a Horfe in a Pound. 

Sir Samp. A Pox confound your Similitudes, Sir- Speak to 
be underftood, and tell me in plain Terms what the matter is with 
him, or I’ll crack your Fools Skull. 

Jere. Ah, you’ve hit it, Sir; that’s the matter with him, Sir j 
his Skull’s crack’d, poor Gentleman; he’s ftark mad, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Mad! 
Bickr. What, is he Non Compost 
Jere. Quire Non Compos, Sir. 
Buckr. Why then all’s obliterated, Sir Sampfon, if he be Non 

Compos mentis., his A& and Deed will be of no effefr, it is not 
go >d in Law. 

Sir Samp. Oo’ns, I won’t believe it; let me fee him, Sir—Mad, 
I’ll make him find hisSenfes. 

Jere. Mr. Scandal is with him,Sir; I’ll knock at the Door. 
[ Goes to the Scene, which opens and difeovers Valentine 

upon a Couch diforderly drefsd\ Scandal by him. 
Sit Samp. 
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Sir Samp, How now, what’s here to do ?-~ 

Val. Ha! who’s that? {.farting] 
Scan. For Heav’ns fake foftly, Sir, and gently ; don’t provoke 

him. 
Val. Anfwerme; Who is that ? and that ? 
Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me t Is he mischie¬ 

vous > I’ll fpeak gently-ValyVal, do’ft thou not know me, 
Boy > Not know thy own Father, Val! I am thy own Father, 
and this is honeft Brief Buckram the Lawyer. 

Val. It may befo-1 did not know you-the World is 
full-There are People that we do know, and People that we 

4 do not know ; and yet the Sun fliines upon all alike—— There 
are Fathers that have many Children; and there are Children 
that have many Fathers-’tis Strange! But I am Truth, and 
come to give the World the Lie. 

Sir Samp. Body o’ $ie, I know not what to fay to him. 
Val. Why, does that Lawyer wear black?—Does he carry his 

Confcience without fide ?-Lawyer, what art thou ? Dod 
thou know me? 

Buckr. O Lord, what mud I fay ?—-Yes, Sir. 
Val. Thou lied, for I am Truth. ’Tis hard I cannot get a 

Livelyhood amongft you. I have been fwornout of Wejlminfar- 
Hall the fird Day of every Term-Let me fee-No mat¬ 
ter how long. -But I’ll tell you one thing ; it’s a Quedion that 
would puzzle an Arithmetician, if you fhould ask him, whether 
the Bible faves more Souls in Weftminfter-Alhy} or damns more in 
Weftminfter-Hall: For my part, I am Truth, and can’t tell; I 
have very few Acquaintance. 

Sir Samp. Body o’ me, he talks fenfibly in his madnefs— Has he 
no Intervals ? 

Jere. Very fhort, Sir. 
Buckr. Sir, /can do you no Service while he’s in this Condi¬ 

tion : Here’s your Paper, Sir-He may do me a mifehief if / 
day-The Conveyance is ready, Sir. If he recover his 
•S’enfes. [Exit. 

Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don’t you go yet. 
Scan. You’d better let him go, Sir; and fend for him if there 

be occafion; for / fancy his Prefence provokes him more. 

I 2 Val. I s 
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Val. Is tbs Lawyer gone ? ’tis well, then we may drink about 

without- going together by the Ears-heigh ho ! What a Clock 
is’t ? My Father here! Your Bleffing, Sir ? 

Sir Samp. He recovers-— blefs thee, Val--How do’fl thou 
do, Boy ? ■ - . * , . 

Val Thank you, Sir, pretty well-—I have been a little out 
of Order ; won’t you pleafe to fit. Sir ? t, ‘ 

Sir Samp. Ay, boy-Come, thou (halt fit down by me. 
Val. Sir, ’tis my Duty to wait. 
Si Smp. No, no, come, come, fit you down, hoqefl Val: 

How do’ll thou do ? let me feel thy Pulie*-Oh, pretty well 
now, Val: Body o’ me, I was lorry to fee thee indifpofed ; But 
I’m glad thou’rt better, honefl Val. 

Val. I thank you, Sir. 
Scan. Miracle ! the Monfler grows loving. [Afide. 
Sir Samp. Let me feel thy Hand again, Val: it does not fhake—> 

I believe thou can’fl write, Val: Ha, boy? Thou can’fl write 
thy N one, Val ?-—Jeremy, flep and overtake Mr. Buckram» 
bid him make hafle back with the Conveyance——quick—quick 
[In Whifper to Jeremy.] . [Exit. Jere. 

Scan’, a fide. That ever I fhou’d fufpe£l fuch a Heathen of any 
Remorfe ! 

Sir Samp. Do’fl thou know this Paper, Val: I knowthou’rt ho- 
neft, and will perform Articles. [Shews him the Paper, but 

holds it out of his reach. 
Val Pray let me fee it, Sir. You hold it fo far of£ that I can’t 

tell whether I know it or no. • . , / *;.v. . - 
Sir Samp. See it, boy ? Aye, aye, why thou do’fl fee it- 

’tis thy own Hand,Val. Why, let me fee, I can read it as plain 
as can be: Look you here [reads'] The Condition of this Obligation— 
Look you, as plain as can be, fo it begins-And then at. the 
bottom*-As witnefs my Hand. CtttfCtttlttC in great 
Letters. Why,’tis as plain as the Nofe in one’s Face: What, are my 
Eyes better than thine? I believe I can read it farther off yet—. 
let me fee. [Stretches his Arm as far as he can.] 

Val. Will you pleafe to let me hold it, Sir ? 

'' . Sir Samp. 
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Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, fay’d thou --Aye, with all my 

Heart—What matter is it who holds it ? What need any body 
hold it?-I’ll put it up in my Pocket, Val: And then nobo- 

.dy need hold it [puts the Paper injus P'ticket] There Pal: it’s 
fafe enough, Boy«-But thou lhilt have it as foon as thou haft 
fet thy Hand to another Paper, little Pal. 

r - ' * T ,«■ - T f l Ti 

Re-enter Jeremy with Buckram. 

Val. What, is my bad Genius here again ! Oh no, ’tis 
the Lawyer with an itching Palm ; and he’s come to be 
fcratch’d-My Nails are not long enough-Let me have a 
Pair of Red hot Tongues quickly, quickly, and you lhall fee me 
aSt. Dunftan, and lead the Devil by the Nofe. 

Buckr. O Lord, let me be gone; I’ll not venture my felf with 
a Madman. [Exit Buckram. 

Val. Ha, ha, ha; you need not run fo faft, Honefty will not 
overtake you-Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue found me out to be in 
Forma Pauperis prefently. 

Sir Samp. Oo’nsJ What a Vexation is here! I know not what 
to do, or fay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who’s that, that’s out of his Way ?—-1 am Truth, and 
can fet him right--Hearkee, Friend, the ftraight Road is the 
worft way you can go-- He that follows his Nofe always, 
will very often be led into a Stink. Probatum eft. But what are 
you for? Religion or Politicks ? There’s a couple of Topicks for 
you, no more like one another thartOyl and Vinegar,* and yet 
thofe two beaten together by a State-Cook, make Sauce for the 
-whole Nation. 

Sir Samp. What the Devil had I to do, ever to beget Sons ? 
Why did 1 ever marry ? 

Val. Becaufe thou wer’t a Monfter,* old Boy ?—— The two 
greateft Monfters in the World are a Man and a Woman? what’s 
thy Opinion ? ^ ' .% 

Sir Samp. Why, my Opinion is, that thofe two Mpnfters join’d 
together, make yet a greater, that’s' a Man and his Wife. 

Val. A ha i Old Truepenny, lay’ft thou fo? thou haft nick’d- 
it--But its wonderful ftrange, Jeremy ! 

N. 

Jere. What 
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Jere. What is, Sir ? 
Val. That Gray Hairs (hou’d cover a Green Head- 

make a Fool of my Father. 

Enter Forefight, Mrs. Forefight, and Frail. 

Val. Whats here ! Err a Eater t or a bearded Sybil > Tf Pro¬ 
phecy comes, Truth mud give place. {Exit with Jere. 

Fore. What fays he > What, did he prophefie? Ha, Sir Sam- 
p/on, blefs us 1 How are we > 

Sir Samp. Are we > Ah Poxo’your Prognodication—Why, 
we are Fools as we ufe to be-Oo’ns, that you cou’d not 
forefee that the Moon wou’d predominate, and my Son be mad— 
Where’s your Oppofitions, your Trines, and your Quadrates} — 
What did your Cardan and your Ptolomee tell you ? Your Mejfa- 
halah and your Longomontanus, your Harmony of Chiromancy 
with Adrology. . Ah! pox on’t, that I that know the World, 
and Men and Manners, that don’t believe a Syllable in the Sky 
and Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, and Tralh, fhould be di¬ 
rected by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer Bufinefs in Ex¬ 
pedition of a lucky Hour. When, t. jdy-o’me, there never was 
a lucky Hour after the fird opportunity. [ Exit Sir Samp. 

Fore. Ah, Sir Sampfon, Heav’n help your Head-This is 
none of your lucky Hour ; Nemo omnibus boris fapit. What, is he 
gone, and in contempt of Science ! Ill Stars and unconverted Ig¬ 
norance attend him. 

Scan. You mud excufe his Pa (lion, Mr. Fore fight $ for he has 
been heartily vex’d-His Son is Non compos mentis, and thereby 
incapable of making any Conveyance in Law $ fo that all his 
meafures are difappointed. 

Fore. Ha ! fay you fo ? 
Frail. What, has my Sea-Lover lod his Anchor of, Hope then ? 

[Afide to Mrs. Forefight. 
Mrs. Fore. Oh Sider, what will you do with him? 
Frail. Do with him, fend him to Sea again in the next foul 

Weather-He’s us’d to an incondant Element, and won’t be 
furpriz’d to fee the Tide turn’d. 

Fore. Wherein was I midaken, not to forefecthis? [Confiders. 

Scan. Ma- 
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Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him fomething elfe, that he 

did not forefee, and more particularly relating to his own For¬ 
tune. {.Afide to Mrs. Forefight. 

Mrs. fore. What do you mean ? I don’t underftand you. 
Scan. Hufh, foftly-the Pleafures of laft Night, my Dear, 

too confiderable to be forgot fo foon. 
Mrs. Fore. Laft Night! and what wou’d your Impudence infer 

from laft night ? laft Night was like the Night before, 1 think. 
Scan. ’S’death do you make no difference between me and your 

Husband ? 
M/s. Fore. Not much,-he’s fuperftitious; and you are mad 

in my opinion. 
Scan. You make me mad-You are not ferious-Pray re¬ 

coiled your felf. 
Mrs. Fore. O• yes, now I remember, you were very imperti¬ 

nent and impudent,—and would have come to Bed to me. 
Scan. And did not > 
Mrs. Fore. Did not 1 with that face can you ask the Queftion > 
Scan. This I have heard of before, but never believ’d. 1 have 

been told (he had that admirable quality of forgetting to a mans 
face in the morning, that fhe had layn with him all night, and de¬ 
nying favours with more impudence, than fhe cou’d grant ’em.— 
Madam, I’m your humble Servant,and honour you.—^You look 
pretty well,Mr. Forejight •-How did you reft laft night ? 

Fore. Truly Mr.ScandalJ. was fo taken up with broken Dreams 
and diftraded Vifions, that I remember little. 

Scan. ’Twas a very forgetting Night.—But would you not talk 
with Valentine, perhaps you may underftand him; I’m apt to be¬ 
lieve there is fomething myfterious in his Difcourfes,and fometimes 
rather think him infpir’d than mad. 

Fore. You fpeak with fingular good Judgment, Mr. Scandal^ 
truly,--1 am inclining to your Turkijbopinion in this matter, 
apd do reverence a man whom the vulgar think mad. Let us go 
in to him. , ~ 

nFrail. -Sifter, do you flay with them ; I’ll find out my Lover, 
and give him his difeharge, and come to you. O’ my Confcience 
here he comes. [Exeunt Forefight, Mrs. Fore, and Scandal. 

i 
Eater 



\Enter Ben. 

Ben. All mad, I think-Flefh, I believe all the Calentures of 
the Sea are come afhore, for parr. 

Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Choier I 
Ben. No, I’m pleas’d well enough, now I have found you,-- 

Mefs, I’ve had fuch a Hurricane, upon your account yonder. —— 
Frail. My accounr, pray what’s the matter? 
Ben. Why, Father came and found me fquabling with yon chit- 

ty fac’d thing, as he would hav'e me marry,—fo he ask’d what was 
the matter.—He ask’d in a furly fort of a way—(It feems Brother 
Fal is gone mad, and fo that put’n into a paifion ; but what did I 
know that, what’s that to me ?)-So he ask’d In a furly fort of 
manner,-and Gad I anfwer’d ’n as furlily,—■—What thof’ he 
be my Father, I an’t bound Prentice to ’en -fo faith I told ’n 
in plain terms, if I were minded to marry, i’de marry to pleafe 
my felf, not him; and for the Young Woman that he provided 
for me, I thought it more fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and 
make Dirt-pies, than to look after a Husband; for my part I was 
none of her man*-1 had another Voyage to make, let him take 
it as he will. 

Frail. So then you intend to go to Sea again > 
Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you,-but I wou’d not 

tell him fo much.—So hcfaid he’d make my heart akc; and if fo 
be that he cou’d get a Woman to his mind, he’d marry himfelf. 
Gad, fays I, an you play the fool and marry at thefe years, there’s 
more danger of your head’s aking than my heart.-He was 
woundy angry when I gav’n that wipe.— He had ’nt a word to 
fay, and fo l left’n, and the Green Girl together ;—May hap the 
Bee may bite, and he’l marry her himfelf, with all my heart. 

Frail. And were you this undutiful and gracelefs Wretch to your 
Father? * 

Ben. Then why was he gracelefs firft,-if I am undutiful and 
Gracelefs, why did he beget me fo ? I did not get my felf. 

Frail. O Impiety ! how have I been miftaken! what an inhu¬ 
mane mercilefs Creature have I fet my heart upon ? O I am happy 
to have difeover’d the Shelves and Quickfands that lurk beneath 
that faithlefs fmiling f ce. 

Ben. 
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Ben. Hey tofs! what’s the matter now ? why you ben’t angry> 

be you t 
frail. O fee me no more, ■-- for thou wert born amongfi: 

Rocks, fuckl’d by Whales, Cradled in a Temped, and wh-ftied 
to by Winds ; and thou art come forth with Finns and Scales, and 
three rows of Teeth, a moft outragiouS Fi{h of prey. 

Ben. Q Lord, O Lord, {he’s mad, poor Young Woman, Love 
has turn’d her fenfes, her Brain is quite overfet. Well-a*day, how 
{hall I do to fet her to rights. 

Frail. No, no, I am not mad Monfter, I am wife enough to 
find you out.——Had’d thou the Impudence to afpire at being 
a Husband with that ftubborn and difobedient temper >-You 
that know not how to fubmit to a Father, .prefume to have a 
fufficient (lock of Duty to undergo a Wife > I {hould have been 
finely fobb’d indeed, very finely fobb’d. 

Ben. Hearkee forfooth; If fo be that you are in your right 
fenfes, dee fee; for ought as I perceive I’m like to be finely 
fobb’d,-if I have got anger here upon your account, and you 
are tack’d about already.—J—-What d’ee mean,after all your fair 
fpeeches, and ftroaking my Cheeks, and Killing and Hugging, 
what wou’d you Iheer off fo ? wou’d you, and leave me a- 
ground ? 

Frail. No, I’ll leave you a-drifr, and go which way you will. 
Ben. What, are you falfe*hearted then ? 
Frail. Only the Wind’s chang’d. 
Ben. More Ihame for you,—the Wind’s chang’d ?-it’s an 

ill Wind blows no body good,-may-hap I have good riddance 
on you.if thefe be your Tricks,—What d’ee mean all this while, 
to make a fool of me ? 

Frail. Any fool, but a Husband. 
Ben. Husband ! Gad I wou’d not be your Husband, if you 

wou’d have me ; now I know your mind, thof ’ you had your 
weight in Gold and Jewels, and thof’ I lov’d you never fo well. 

Frail. Why canft thou love, Porpoife > 
Ben. No matter what lean do ? don’t call Names,--I don’t* 

love You fo well as to bear that, whatever 1 did,—— I’m gl d you 
fhew your felf, Mifirefs:-Let them marry you, as bon’ know 
you:-' Gad I know you too well, by fad experience,—/b tk-ve 
he that marries you will go to Sea in a Hen peck’d Frigat.—/ br- 

K lieve 



lieve that. Young Woman-and may-hap may come to an An¬ 
chor at Cuckolds-point; fo there’s a dafh for you,take it as you will, 
may-hap you may holla after me when I won’t come too. 

[Exit. 

[Sings. 
Frail. Ha, h‘a5 ha, no doubt on’t.—- 

My true Love is gone to Sea.* ■ - 

Enter Mrs. Forefight. 

O Sifter, had you come a minute fooner, you would havefeen 
the Refolution of a Lover,-Honeft Tarr and I are parted ; — 
and with the fame indifference that we met:-O’ my life I am 
half vex’d at the infenfibility of a Brute that I defpis’d. 

Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it mofl Heroically ? 
Frail. Moft Tyrannically,-for you fee he has got the ftart 

of me ; and I the poor forfaken Maid am left complaining on the 
Shore. But I’ll tell you a hint that he has given me; Sir Samp- 
fox is enrag’d, and talks defperately of committing Matrimony 
himfelf.-If he has a mind to throw himfelf away, he can’t 
do it more effedually than upon me , if we could bring it a- 

Mrs. Fore. Oh hang him old Fox, he’s too cunning, befides 
he hates both you and me.«-But I have a projed in my 
head for you, and I have gone a good way towards it. I have al- 
moft made a Bargain with Jeremy, Valentine's man, to fell his Ma¬ 
iler to us. 

Frail. Sell him, how ? 
Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for 

her and Jeremy fays will take any body for her that he im¬ 
poses on him_Now 1 have promis’d him Mountains; if in 
one of his mad fits he will bring you to him in her (lead, and 
get you married together, and put to Bed together; and after 
Confummation, Girl, there’s no revoking. And if he fhould re¬ 
cover his Senfes, he’ll be glad at lead to make you a good Settle¬ 
ment._Here they come, (land afide a little, and tell me how you 
like the defign. 

Enter 
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Enter Valentine, Scandal, Forefight, W Jeremy. 
* 

Scan. And have you given your Matter a hint of their Plot 
upon him? \To Jere. 

Jere. Yes, Sr; he fays he’ll favour it, and mittake her for 
Angelica. 

Scan. It may make {port. 
Fore. Mercy on us / 
Val. Hufht——Interrupt me not— -I’ll whifper Predicti¬ 

on to thee, and thou {halt Prophefie ;-1 am Truth, and can 
teach thy Tongue a new Trick,-1 have told thee what’s 
patt,—Now I tell what’s to come;-Dott thou know 
what will happen to morrow ?-Anfwer me not—for / 
will tell thee. Tomorrow, Knaves will thrive thro* craft, and 
Fools thro’ Fortune; and Honefty will go as it did, Froft-nip’t 
in a Summer {uit. Ask me Queftions concerning to morrow ? 

Scan. Ask him, Mr. Foreftght. 
Fore. Pray what will be done at Court ? 
Val. Scandal will tell you — I am Truth, I never come 

there. p . * : / 
Fore. In the City ? 
Val. Oh, Prayers will be faid in empty Churches, at the ufual 

Hours. Yet you will lee fuch Zealous Faces behind Counters, 
as if Religion were to be fold in every Shop. Oh things will go 
methodically in the City, the Clocks will ftrike Twelve at 
Noon, and the Horn’d Herd Buz in the Exchange at Two. 
Wives and Husbands will drive diftinft Trades, and Care and 
Pleafure foparately Occupy the Family. Cottee-Houfos will be 
full df Smoak and Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that 
fweeps his Matter's Shop in the morning, may ten to one, dirty 
his Sheets before Night. But there are two things that you will 
foe very ftrange ; which are Wanton Wives, with their Legs at 
liberty, and Tame Cuckolds, with Chains about their Necks. 
But hold, 1 mutt examine you before I go further.; You look 
fulpicioufly. Are you a Husband ? 

Fore. I am Married. 
Vd. Poor Creature ! Is your Wife of Cogent-Garden Parilh ? 

K 2 Fort. 
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Fore. No; St. Martins in the Fields. 
Val. Alas, poor Man; his Eyes are funk, and ,his Hands 

fhrivell’d ) his Legs dwindl’d, and his back bow’d, Pray, pray, 
for a Metamorphofis-Change thy Shape, and fhake off Age; 
get thee Medea’s Kettle, and be boil’d a-new, come forth with 
lab’ring Callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and Atlas Shoulders. 
Let Taliacotius trim the Calves of Twenty. Chairmen, and make 
thee Pedeftals to Hand ereft upon, and look Matrimony in the 
face. Ha, ha, ha/ That a Man fhou’d have a Stomach to a 
Wedding Supper, when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid to 
his feet, ha, ha, ha. ,• . , 

Fore. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. ~ , ,i; - 
Scan. I believe it is a Spring Tide.- 
Fore. Very likely truly ; You understand thefe Matters——** 

Mr. Scandal, I fhall be very glad to confer with you about 
thefe things which he has utter’d.—His Sayings are very 
Myfterious and Hieroglyphical. 

Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abfent from my Eyes lo 
long? . 

Jere. She’s here, Sir. . . ‘ v ix \ 
Mrs. Fore. Now, Sifter. 
Frail. O Lord, whatrnuft / fay? * 
Scan. Humour him, Madam, by all means. 
Val. Where isfhe? Oh I fee her—fhe comes, like Riches, 

Health, and Liberty at once, to a defpairing, ftarving, and 
abandon’d Wretch. . -' , . O's&i ni yiloiboifos/n 
Oh welcome, welcome. 

Frail. How de’e you, Sir ? Can I ferve you ? 
Val. Heark’ee ;-/ have a Secret to tell you—Endymion 

and the Moon fhall meet us upon Mount Lames, and we’ll be 
Marry’d in the dead of Night.-But fay not a word. Hymen 
fhall put his Torch into a dark Lanthorn, that. it may be fecret; 
and Juno fhall give her Peacock Poppy-water, that he may fold 
his Ogling Tail, and Argos's hundred Eyes be fhut, ha? No 
body {hall know,' but Jeremy. 

Frail. No, no, we’ll keep it fecret, it fhall be done pre- 
fenrly. < .. . .< '• 

Val. The fooner the better-Jeremy, come hither—dofer— 
that none may over-hear us;-Jeremy, I can tell you News;— 
’ . 7 ; Angelica 
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Angelic a is turn’d Nun ; and I am turning Fryar, and yet we’ll 
Marry one another in fpite of the Pope-Get me a Coul and 
Beads, that I may play my part,-:—For file’ll meet me Two • 
Hours hence in black and white, and a long Veil to cover the 
Project, and we won't fee one anothers Faces, till we have 
done fomething to be afham’d of; and then we’ll blufh once 
for all. 

Enter Tattle, and Angelica. 

Jere. I’ll take care, and— 
. Val. Whifper. 
Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, If you make Love to me, you fpoil 

my defign, for I intended to make you my Confident. 
Tatt. But, Madam, to throw away your Perfon, fuch a Per- 

fon 1 and fuch a Fortune, on a Madman 1 
Ang. I never lov’d him till he was Mad ; but don’t tell any 

fyody fo. 
Scan. How’s this! Tattle making Love to Angelica ! 
Tatt. Tell, Madam 1 alas you don’t know, me——I have 

much ado. to tell your Ladyfhip, how long I have been in Love 
with you-—but encourag’d by the impolfibility of Valentine's 
making any more Addreffes to you, I have ventur’d to declare 
the very inmoft Paffion of my Heart. Oh, Madam, look upon 
us both. There you fee the ruins of a poor decay’d Creature— 
Here, a compleat and lively Figure, with Youth and Health, 
and all his five Senfes in perfeaion, Madam, and to all this, 
the mod: paflionate Lover*- - 

Ang. O fie for fhame, hold your Tongue, A paffionate Lover, 
and five Senfes in perfection / when you are as Mad as Valentine, 
I’ll believe you love me, and the maddelf fhall take me. 

Val. It is enough. Ha / Who’s here ? 
Trail. OLord, her coming will fpoil all. [To Jeremy. 
Jere. No, no, Madam, he won’t know her, if he fhou’d, I 

* can perfwadehim. 
Val. Scandal., who are all thefe ? Foreigners? If they are, I’ll 

tell you what I think-get away all the Company but^g^ 
lica^ that I may difcover my defign to her. [Whijper. 

Scan. Twill,——I have difcover’d fomething of Tattle, that 
is 
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is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He Courts Angelica, if we cou’d 
contrive to couple ’em together-Heark’ee— [Whtfper. 

• Mrs. Fore. He won’t know you, Coufin, he knows no body. 
Fore. But he knows more than any body,--Oh Neice, he 

knows tilings pad and to come, and all the profound Secrets of 
Time. * 

T/itt. Look you, Mr. Fare fight, It is not my way to make many 
words of Matters, and fo/ lhan’t fay much,-But in fhort, 
de’e fee, I will hold you a Hundred Pound now, that I know 
more Secrets than he. 

Fore. How ! I cannot Read that knowledge in your Face, 
Mr. Tattle-Pray, what do you know ? 

Tat. Why de’e think I’ll tell you, Sir / Read it in my Face? 
No, Sir, ’tis written in my Heart. And fafer there, Sir, than 
Letters writ in Juice of Lemon, for no Fire can fetch it out. I 
am no blab, Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eafily bring it about,— 
They are welcome, and I’ll tell ’em fb my felf. [To Scandal] 
What do you look llrange upon me ?-—Then I muft be 
plain. [Coming up to themf\ lam Truth, and hate an Old Ac¬ 
quaintance with a new Face. [Scandal goes ajide with Jeremy. 

Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 
Val. Your Who are you? No, I hope not. 
Tatt. I am Jack Tattle, your Friend. 
Val. My Friend, what to do ? I am no Married Man, and thou 

can’ll not lie with my Wife? I am very poor, and thou can’ll 
not borrow Money of me; Then what Employment have I for 
a Friend. 

Tatt. Hah ! A good open Speaker, and not to be milled with 
a Secret. 

Ang. Do you know me, Valentine ? . 
Val. Oh very well. 
Ang. Who am /? 
Val. You’re a Woman,-One to whom Heav’n gave Beauty, 

when it grafted Roles on a Briar. You are the reflection of Hea¬ 
v’n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you is funk. You are all white, 
a Iheet of lovely lpotlefs Paper, when you firll are Born; but 
you are to be fcrawl’d and blotted by every Goole’s Quill. I 
know you ; for / lov’d a Woman, and lov’d her fb long, that 

I 
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I found out a ftrange thing: I found out what a Woman was 
good for. 

Tatt. Aye, prithee, what’s that P 
Val. Why to keep a Secret. 
Tatt. O Lord!_ 
Val. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho’ fhe fliould 

tell, yet fhe is not to be believ’d. 
Tatt. Hah ! good again, faith. 
Val. I would have Mufick—-Sing me the Song that Hike-— 

S O N G. 
•/ * 

Set by Mr. Finger. 

I Tell thee, Charmion, could 1 Time retrieve. 
And could again begin to Love and Live, 

To you 1 jhould my earliefi Offering give ; 
1 know my Eyes would lead my Heart to you. 
And I jhould all my Vows and Oaths renew, 
But to be plain, J never would be true. 

2. 
For by our weak and weary Truth, I find, 
Love hates to center in . a Point afjignd. 
But runs with Joy the Circle of the Mind. 

Then never let us chain what jhould be free, 
But for relief of either Sex agree, 
Since Women love to change, and fo do we. 

No more, for I am melancholly. [Walks mufihg. 
Jere. I’ll do’t, Sir^ [To Scandal. 
Scan. Mr. Forefight, we had bed leave him. He may grow 

outragious, and do milchief. 
Fore. I will be directed by you. 
Jere. 1You’ll meet, Madam;— I’ll take care every thing 

to Frail. J fhall be ready. 
Frail. Thou fihalt do what thou wilt, have what thou wilt, 

infhort, I will deny thee nothing. 
Tatt. Madam, fhall I wait upon you ? [To Angelica. 

Ang, 
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Ang. No, I’ll flay with him-Mr. Scandal will protect me. 

Aunt, Mr. Tattle defires you would give him leave to wait on 
you. '■ • - 

Tatt. Pox on’t, there’s no coming off, now fhe has laid 
that-Madam, will you do me the Honour? 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tattle might have us’d lels Ceremony. 
[Exeunt Fore. Mrs. Fore. 

Scan. Jeremy, follow Tattle. [Tatt. Frail. Jere. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only flay till my Maid comes, andbecaufe 

I had a Mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. , 
Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I overheard a better Rea- 

lon, which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; for his impertinence forc’d 
you to acknowledge a Kindnefs for Valentine, which you deny’d 
to all his Sufferings and my Sollicitations. So I’ll leave him to 
make ufe of the Difcovery ; and your Ladyfhip, to the free 
Cdnfeffion of your Inclinations. 

Ang. Oh Heavens! You-wont leave me alone with a Mad¬ 
man ? 

Scan. No, Madam ; I only leave a Madman to his Remedy. 
[Exit Scan. 

Val. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for I fancy 
I begin to come to my felf. 

Ang. Aye, but if I don’t fit you, I’ll be hang’d. [Afide. 
Val. You lee what difguifes Love makes us put on; Gods have 

been in counterfeited Shapes for the lame Realbn; and the Di¬ 
vine Part of me, my Min'd, lias worn this Mafque of Madnefs, 
and this motly Livery, only as the Slave of Love, and Menial 
Creature, of your Beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine! 
Val. Nay faith,, now let us underffand one another, Hypocri- 

fie apart,--The Comedy draws toward an end, and let us 
think of leaving acting, and be our felves; and fince you have 
lov’d me, you muff own I have at length deferv’d you fhou’d 
confefs it. c 

Ang. Sighs.'] I would I had lov’d you-for Heaven knows 
I pitie you; and could I have forefeen the fad Effeds, I wou’d 
have driven ; but that’s too late. [Sighs. 

Val. What fad Efteds ?-[That’s too late ? my feeming Mad- 
nefs has deceiv’d my Father, and procur’d me time to think of 

means 
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means to reconcile me to him; and preferve the right of my In¬ 
heritance tohisEftate; which otherwife by Articles, I muft this 
Morning have refign’d : And this I had inform’d you of to Day, 
but you were gone, before I knew you had been here. 

Ang. How! I thought your love of me had caus’d this Tranf- 
port in your Soul; which, it feems, you only counterfeited; 
tor by, mercinary Ends and fordid Intereft. 

VaL Nay, now you do me Wrong ; for if any Intereft was 
confidered, it was yours; fince I thought I wanted more than 
Love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary--But how am I 
deluded by this Interval of Senfe, to reaion with a Madman ? 

VaL Oh, ’tis barbarous to mifimderftand me longer. 

/ Enter Jeremy. 

Ang. Oh here’s a reafbnable Creature-fure he will not 
have the Impudence to perfevere-Come, Jeremy, acknow¬ 
ledge your Trick, and confefs your Mailer’s Madnefs counter¬ 
feit. ' • ■ . Y ; 

Jere. Counterfeit, Madam! I’ll maintain him to be as abfb- 
lutely and fubftantially Mad, as any Freeholder in Bethlehem; 
Nay, he’s as Mad as any Projector, Fanatick, Chymift, Lover, 
or Poet in Europe. - , 7 • 

Vd. Sirrah, you lie ; I am not Mad. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you fee he denies it. 
Jere. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any Madman 

Mad enough to own it ? y . 
Vd. Sot, can’t you apprehend ? > 
Ang. Why he talk’d very fenfibiy juft now. 
Jere. Yes, Madam; He has Intervals: But you fee he begins 

to look wild again now. 
VaL Why you Thick-Skull’d Rafcal, I tell you the Farce is 

done, a nd I will be Mad no longer. [Beats him. 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy ? 
Jere. Partly I think--- .for he does not know his Mind 

Two Hours—.-I’m fure I left him juft how, in a Humour 
to be rnad: And I think I have not found him very quiet at this 
prefent. Who’s there? [One Kjiocks. 

Vd. L 
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Val. Go fee,, you Sot. I’m very glad that I can move your 

Mirth, tho’ not your Companion. . [Exit Jeremy. 
Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenfion enough to be ex¬ 

ception : But Madmen fhew themfelves moft, by over preten¬ 
ding to a found Underftanding ; as Drunken men do by over 
a&ing Sobriety ; I. was half inclining to believe you, till I acci¬ 
dentally touch’d upon your tender Fart: But now you have 
reftor’d me to my former Opinion and Companion. 

Enter Jeremy. 
•» 

Jere. Sir, your Father has fent to know if you are any bet¬ 
ter yet-Will you pleafe robe Mad, Sir, or how ? 

Val. Stupidity! You know the Penalty of all I’m worth muft‘ 
pay for tliQConfefTion of my Senfes; I’m.Mad, and will be 
Mad to every Body but this Lady. > 

Jere. So.Juft the very backfide of Truth,-But ly¬ 
ing is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateft part of 
my Conversion-Madam, your Ladyfhips Woman. 

[Gees to the Door. 
Enter Jenny. 
✓ j 

Ang. Well, have you been there?-Come hither. 
Jenny. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampfon will wait upon you prefont- 

ly. [Afide to Angelica. 
Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 
Ang. Wou’d anything, but a Madman complain of Uncer¬ 

tainty ? Uncertainty and Expe&ation are the Joys of Life. Se¬ 
curity is an infipid thing, and the overtaking and polfefling of 
a Wifi], difoovers the Folly of the Chafe. Never let us know 
one another better; for the Pleafure of aMafquerade is done, 
when we come to fhew Faces; But I’ll tell you two things be¬ 
fore I leave you; I am not the Fool you take me for; and you 
^re Mad and don’t know it. [Exeunt Ang. and Jenny. 

Val. From a Riddle, you can expeft nothing but a Riddle. 
There’s my Inftru&ion, and the Moral of my Leffon. 

B.e-enter 
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Reenter Jeremy. 

fere, What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope you under¬ 
ftood one another before me went. 

Val. Underftood! She is harder to be underftood than a Piece 
of ^Egyptian Antiquity, or an irijh Manufcript; you may pore 
till you fpoil your Eyes, and not improve your Knowledge. 

Jere. I have heard ’em fay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew Books 
backwards; may be you begin to read at the wrong End. 

Vtil. they fay lb of a Witches Pray r, and Dreams and Dutch 
Almanacks are to be underftood by contraries. But there’s Re¬ 
gularity and Method in that; fhe is a Medal' without a Reverie 
or Infcription; for Indifference has both Tides alike. Yet while 
fhe does not feem to hate me, I will purfue her, arid know her 
if it be poflible, in fpight of the Opinion of my Satirical Friend, 
Scandal, who fays, 

r-rv *» • * * <t 1 u 

That Women are like Tricks by flight of Handy 
IVhichy to admirey we jhould not underfland. 

The End of the Fourth AH. 
. < 
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ACTV. SCENE 

A Rome in Forefight’i Houfe. 

Enter Angelica and Jenny. 

Ang.T 7f 7 H E R E is Sir Sampfon ? Did you not tell me, he 
V V wou^ be hcre before me ? 

1 * Jenny. He’s at the great Glafs in the Dining-Room, Madam, 
letting his Cravat and Wig. 

Ang. How! I’m glad on’t-If he has a mind I Ihould 
like him,' It’s a fign he likes me; and that’s more than half my 
Defign. 
, Jenny. I hear him, Madam. 

Ang. Leave me, and d’ye hear, if Valentine fhou’d come, or 
lend, I am not to be Ipoken with. [Exit Jenny. 

* • > i 

Enter Sir Sampfon. 
.w.v..- i r 

Sir Samp. I have not been honour’d with the Commands of a 
fair Lady, a great while--Odd, Madam, you have reviv’d 
me-Not fince I was Five and Thirty. 

Ang. Why you have no great reafbn to complain, Sir Sampfon, 
that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while; to a 
Man that admires a fine Woman, as much as I do. 

Ang. You’re an abfolute Courtier, Sir Sampfon. 
Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Odsbud you wrong me ; I 

am notfo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only a Man of 
Words. Odd, I have warm Blood about me yet, I can ferve a 
Lady any way-Come, come, let me tell you, you Women 
think a Man old too foon, faith and troth you do-Come, 
don’t defpife Fifty; odd Fifty, in a hale Conftitution, is .no fuch 

m contemptible Age. 
Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age ! Not at all, a very fafhion- 

able Age I think.-1 allure you I know very confiderable 
Beaus, 



' . ( 77 ) 
Beaus, that fct a good Face upon Fift/, Fifty ! I have feen Fifty 
in a fide Box by Candle-light, out-blofibrn Five and Twenty. 

Sir Samp. O Pox, outfides, outfides; a pize take’em, meer 
outfidcs. Hang your fide-Box Beaus; no, I’m none of thole, 
none of your forced Trees,that pretend to Blolfom in the Fall ;and 
Bud when they fhould bring forth Fruit. I am of a long liv’d 
Race, and inherit Vigour, none of my Family married till Fif¬ 
ty ; yet they begot Sons and Daughters till Fourfcore- I am of 
your Patriarchs, I, a Branch of one of your AntUeluvim Families, 
Fellows, that the Flood could not wafh away. .Well, Madam, 
what are your Commands? Has any young Rogue affronted 
you, andfhall I cut bis Throat? or- 

Ang. No, Sir «SUmpfon, I have no Quarrel upon my Hands— 
I have more Occalion for your Conduct than your Courage at 
this time. To tell you the Truth, I’m weary of living fingle, 
and want a Husband/ 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and ’tis pity you fhould—Odd, wou’d fine 
wou’d like me, then I fhou’d hamper my young RoguesOdd, * 
wou’d fhe wou’d ; faith and troth (lie’s devilifll Handfom. [A fide. 
Madam,you deferve a good Husband,and ’twere pity you fhou’d 
be thrown away upon any of thele young idle Rogues about 
the Town. Odd, there’s ne’re a young Fellow worth hang¬ 
ing——that is a very young Fellow—* Pize on ’em, they 
never think beforehand of any thing;-And if they commit 
Matrimony, ’tis as they commit Murder; out of a Frolick: 
And are ready to hang themfelves, or to be hang’d by the Law, 
the next Morning.-Odfo, have a care, Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampfon: I have For¬ 
tune enough to make any Man eafie that I can like; If there 
were fiich a thing as a young agreeable Man, with a reafonable 
Stock of good Najtur'eand Senfe-For I would neither have 
an abfolute Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleafe, Madam *, to find a 
young Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own Eye, nor a Fool 
in the Eye of the World, is a very hard Task. 'But, faith and 
troth you Ipeak very difcreetly ; For I hate both a Wit and a 
Fool. - . ! 

Angl. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampfon, commits the Re¬ 
putation of her Honefty or Underhanding to the Cenfiire of the 

Worlds 
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World: And fhe that marries a very Witty Man, fubmits both 
to the Severity and tnfolent Conduct of her Husband. I fhould 
like a Man of Wit for .a Lover, becaufe I would have luch an 
one in my Power; but I would no more be his Wife, than his 
Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible Confequence of 
Ins Averfion, than his Jealoufie is of his Love. 

Sir Samp, None of old E re fights Sybil Is ever utter’d fuch a 
Truth. Odsbud, you have wone. my Heart: I hate a Wit; I 
had a Son that w as fpoiPd among ’em ; a good hopeful Lad, till 
helearn’d to be a Wit-And might have rifen in the State— 
But, a pox on’t, his Wit run him out of his Money, and now his 
Poverty has run him out of his Wits. 

Aug. Sir Sampfon, as your Friend, I muft tell you, you are ve¬ 
ry much abus’d in that Matter; He’s no more Mad than you 
are. 

Sir Samp. How, Madam ! Wou’d I cou’d prove it. 
Aug. I can tell you how that may be done-But it is a 

• thing that wou’d make me appear to be too much concern’d in 
your Adairs. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud I believe fhe likes me.-[ [Afidel]- 
Ah, Madam, all my Adairs are fcarce worthy to be laid at your 
FeetAnd I wifh. Madam, they (food in a better Pofture, that 
I might make a more becoming Offer to a Lady of your incom¬ 
parable Beauty and Merit.-If I had Peru in one Hand, 
and Mexico in t’other, and the Eaftern Empire under my Feet; 
it would make me only a more glorious Victim to be offer’d at the 
Shrine of your Beauty. 

Aug. Blelsme, Sir Sampfon, what’s the matter ? 
Sir Samp. Odd, Madam, I love you-And if you wou’d 

take my Advice in a Husband- 
Aug. Hold, hold, Sir Sampfem. I ask’d your Advice for a Hus¬ 

band, and you are giving me your Confent-1 was indeed 
thinking to propote fomething like it in a Jeff, to fatisfie you 
about Valentine : For if a Match were teemingly carried on, be¬ 
tween you and me, it would oblige him to throw off his Difc 
guife of Madnels, in Apprehension of lofing me: For you 
know he has long pretended a Paffionfor me.-\ 

« * i • 

Sir Samp. 

j 
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Sir Samp. Gadzooks, a moft ingenuous Contrivance-if 
we were to go throw with it. But why muft the Match only 
be feemingly carried on ?-Odd, let it be a real ContrafL 

Ang. O fie, Sir Sampfon, what would the World fay ? 
Sir Samp. Say, they would fay, you were a wife Woman* and 

I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I’ll love you as long as I live; 
and leave you a good Jointure when I die. 

Ang. Aye ; But that is not in your Power, Sir Sampfon ; for 
when Valentine confelfes himlelf in his Senfes; he mull make 
over his Inheritance to his younger Brother. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you’re cunning, a wary Baggage! Faith and 
Troth I like you the better—But, I warrant you, I have a 
Provifo in the Obligation in favour of myfelf-—Bodyo’me, 
I have a Trick to turn the Settlement upon the IflueMale of our 
Two Bodies begotten. Odsbud, let us find Children, and I’ll 
find an Eftate. 

Ang. Will you ? well, do you find the Eftate, and leave the 
t’other to me—— 

Sir Samp. O Rogue! But I’ll truft you. And will you con- 
lent ? Is it a Match then ? 

Ang. Let me confult my Lawyer concerning this Obligation; 
and if I find what you propole practicable ; I’ll give you my 
Anfwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my HeartCome in with me, and I’ll 
lend you the Bond,-You fhall confult your Lawyer, and I’ll 
confult a Parlon ; Odzooks I'm a Young Man: Odzooks I’m a 
young Man, and I’ll make it appear-Odd, you’re devilifh 
Hand font; Faith and Troth, you’re very Handlom, and I’m 
very Young, and very Lufty—Odsbud, Huffy, you know 
how tochufe, and fo do I;--Odd, I think we are very well 
met ;-Give me your Hand, Odd let me kils it; ’tis as 
warm and as loft-as what ?-Odd, as t’other Hand-- 
give me t’other Hand, and I’ll mumble’em, and ,kifs ’em till 
they melt in my Mouth. 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampfon-You’re profufe of your Vigour 
before your time: You’ll fpend your Eftate before you come 
to it. 

Sir Samp. No, no, only give you a Rent-roll of my Polfeffi.-- 
ons—Ah! Baggage-1 warrant you ; for little Sampfon: 

Odd, 
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Odd, Sampfon' s a very good Name for an able Fellow: Your 
Samp fox s were ftrong Dogs from the Beginning. 

Ang. Have a care, and don’t over-ad your Part-If you 
remember, the ftrongei\Sampfon of your Name, pull’d an old 
Houle over his Head at la ft. 

Sir Samp. Say you lb, Huffy ?-Come lets go then; Odd, 
-1 long to be pulling down too, come away-Odfo, here’s 

fbme body coming. [Exeunt. 
* • - -a., v y, • -. * • *' if 

Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 

Tatt. Is not that file, gone out juft now? 
Jere. Aye, Sir, Ihe’s juft going to the Place of appointment. 

Ah Sir, if you are not very faithful and dole in this Bufinels, 
you’ll certainly be the Death of a Perfon that has a moft extra¬ 
ordinary Paffion for your Honour’s Service. 

Tatt. Aye, who’s that ? 
Jere. Even my unworthy felf, Sir-Sir, I have liad an 

Appetite to be fed with your Commands a great while;- 
And now, Sir, my former Mafter, having much troubled the 
Fountain of his Underftanding ; it is a very plaufible Occalion 

. for me to quench my Thirft at the Spring of your Bounty— 
F thought I could not recommend my Ielf better to you, Sir, 
than by the delivery of a great Beauty and Fortune into your 
Arms, whom I have heard you Sigli for. 

Tatt. I’ll make thy Fortune ; lay no more—Thou art a 
pretty Fellow, and canft carry a Meffage to a Lady, in a pretty 
foft kind of Phrafe, and with a good perfwading Accent. 

Jere. Sir, I have, the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory in my 
Head-1 have been at Cambridge. 

Tatt. Ay; ’tis well enough for a Servant to be bred at an 
Univerfity : But the Education is a iktie too pedantick for a 
Gentleman. I hope you are fccret in) our Nature, private, dole, 
ha ? . - 

Jere. O Sir, for tliat Sir, ’tis my chief Talent';. I’m as 
leeret as the Flead of Nil us. 

Tatt. Aye ? Who’s he, tho ? A Privy Councilor ? 
Jere. O Ignorance 1 [afide] A cunning .Egyptian, Sir, that with 

his 
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his Arms would over-run the Country, yet nobody could ever 
find out his Head-Quarters. 

Tatt. Clofe Dog ! A good Whoremafter, I warrant him— 
the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica, will be veil’d like a Nun ; 
and I muft be hooded like a Friar ; ha, Jeremy f 

Jere. Aye, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to feize at firfi: fight up¬ 
on the Quarry. It is the Whim of my Mafier’s Madneis to be 
fo drefs’d; and file is fo in Love with him, fhe’ll comply vvith 
any thing to pleafe him. Poor Lady, Pm fare fhe>’ll have 
reafbn to pray for me, when fhe finds what a happy Exchange 
fhe has made, between a Madman and fb Accompliih’d a Gen¬ 
tleman. 

Tatt. Ay faith, fo fhe will, Jeremy: You’re a good Friend to 
her, poor Creature-I fwear I do it hardly fb much in con¬ 
fide ration of my felf, as Compafiion to her. 

Jere. ’Tis an A£tof Charity, Sir, to fave a fine Woman with 
Thirty Thoufand Pound, from throwing her felf away. 

Tatt. So ’tis, faith—^-Fmight have fav’d feveral other's in 
my time; but I Gad I could never find in my Heart to Marry 
any body before. 

Jere. Well, Sir, I’ll go and tell her my Mafter’s coming; and 
meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with your Difguife, at 
your own Lodgings. You muft talk a little madly, /lie won’t 
diftinguifh the Tone of your Voice. 

Tatt. No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit;-- I’ll be 
ready for you. 

Enter Mils. 

Mtfs. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I’m glad I have found you; 
I have been looking up and down for you like any thing, till 
I’m as tired as any thing in the World. 

Tatt. OPox, howfhali I get rid of this foolifh Girl l [Afide. 
Mifs. 01 have pure News, I can tell you pure News- 

I muft npt marry the Seaman now— my Father fays fb. Why 
won’t you be my Husband ? You fay you love me, and you 
won’t be my Husband. And I know you may be my Husband 
now if you pleafe. 

Tatt. O fie, Mifs: Who told you fb, Child ? 
M Mifs. Why 
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Mifs. Why, my Father— I told him that you lov’d me* 
Tatt. O fie, Mils, why did you do fb ? and who told you fb. 

Child i 
Mifs. WIio ? Why you did ; did not you ? 
Tatt. O Pox, that was Yefterday, Mifs, that was a great while 

ago, Child. I have been a deep fince; (lept a whole Night, and 
did not fb much as dream of the matter. 

Mifs. Pfhaw, O but I dream’t that it was fb tho. 
Tatt. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams come by 

Contraries, Child-O fie ; what, we muft not love one 
another now- Pfhaw, that would be a fooliOi thing in¬ 
deed-Fie, fie, you're a Woman now, and muft think of a 
new Man every Morning, and forget him every Night——No, 
no, to marry, is to be a Child again, and play with the fame 
Rattle always: O fie, marrying is a paw thing. 

Mifs. Well, but don't you love me as well as you did laft 
Night then? 

Tatt. No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
Mifs. No ? Yes but I would tho. 
Tatt. Pfhaw, but I tell you, you would not— You forget 

you’re a Woman, and don’t know your own mind. 
Mifs. But here’s my Father, and he knows my Mind. 

^ ~ y 
« \ , * 

Enter Forefight. 

Fore. O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you are a clofe Man; 
but methinks your Love to my Daughter was a Secret I might 
have been trufted with,*-.-Or had you a mind to try if I could 
difcover it by my Art-hum, ha l I think there is fbme- 
thing in your Phyfiognomy, that has a refemblance of her; and 
the Girl is like me. 

Tat. And fb you wou’d infer, that you-and I are alike—what 
‘do’s the Old Prig mean ? I’ll banter him, and laugh at him, and 
leave him [Afide.'] I fancy you have a wrong Notion of 
Faces. 

Fore. How ? What ? A wrong Notion 1 How fb ? 
Tat. In the way of Art: I have fome taking Features, not ob¬ 

vious to Vulgar £yes; that are Indications of a fudden turn of 
good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; and promife a 

meat 
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great Beauty and great Fortune refer ved alone for me, by a pri¬ 
vate Intriegue of Deftiny, kept fecret from the piercing Eye of 
Perfpicuity ; from all Aftologers, and the Stars themfelves. 

Fore. How ! I will make it appear that what you fay is im- 
poffible. 

Tatt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, Fm in hafte- 
Fore. For what? . . 
Tatt. To be married, Sir, married. 
Fore. Aye, but pray take me along with you, Sir- 
Tatt. No, Sir; ’tis to be done Privately——-I never make 

Confidents. 
Fore. Well; but my Confent I mean—You won’t mar¬ 

ry my Daughter without my Confent ? 
Tatt. Who I, Sir ? Fm an abfblute Stranger to you and your 

Daughter, Sir. 
Fore. Hey day 1 What time of the Moon is this ? 
Tatt. Very true, Sir, and defire to continue fo. I have no 

more love for your Daughter, than I have likenefs of you; and 
I have a Secret in my Heart, which you wou’d be glad to know, 
and fhan’t know; and yet you fhall know it too, and be lorry 
for’t afterwards. I’d have you to know, Sir, that I am as 
knowing as the Stars, and as fecret as the Night.——And I’m 
going to be Married -juft now, yet did not know of it half an 
Hour ago ; and the Lady ftays for me, and does not know of 
it yet^—There’s a Myftery for you,—-1 know you love to 
untie Difficulties-Or if you can’t folve this ; flay here a 
Quarter of an Hour, and I’ll come and explain it to you. [Exit. 

Mifs. O Father, why will you let him go ? Won’t you make 
him be my Husband? 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do thefe Lunacies portend ? Alas! 
he’s Mad, Child, ftark Wild. 

Mifs. What, and muft not I have e’re a Husband then? 
What, muft I go to Bed to Nurfe again, and be a Child as long 
as fhe’s an Old Woman? Indeed but I won’t: For now my 
Mind is let upon a Man, I will liave a Man fome way or other. 
Oh! methinks Fm fick when I think of a Man ; and if I can’t 
have one, I wou’d go to fleep all my Life: For when Fm awake, 
it makes me wifh and long, and I don’t know for what-- 
And I’d rather be always afleeping, than fick with thinking. 

M 2 Fore. 
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Fore. 0 fearful! I think the Girl’s influenc’d too,'—^.Huf¬ 

fy you fhall have a Rod. 
Mifs. A Fiddle of a Rod, I’ll have a Husband ; and if you 

won’t get rne one, I’ll, get one for my felf: I’ll marry our Rob- 
bra the Butler, he fays lie loves me, and he’s a Handfbme Man, 
and fhall be my Husband : I warrant he’ll be my Husband and 
thank me too, for he told me 16.* 

r- * ✓ >' >. I ' ;l J -"v . ' 

Enter Scandal, Mrs. Forefight, and Nurfe. 

Fore. Did he fo-Fll difpatch him for’t prefently;.Rogue ! 
Oh, Nurfe, come hither. 

Nurfe. What is your Worfhip’s Pleafure ? ; 
Fore. Here, take your young Miftrefs, and lock her up prc- 

fently, till farther Orders from me-not a Word Hulfy— — 
Do what I bidjou, no Reply, away. And bid Robin make rea¬ 
dy to give an Account of his Plate and Linnen, d’ee hear, be 
gone when I bid you. [Ex. Nurfe W Mifs; 

Mrs. Fore. What’s the Matter, Husband ? 
Fore. ’Tis not convenient to tell you now-Mr. Scandal, 

Heav’n keep us all in our Senfes-/ fear there is a contagi¬ 
ous Frenzy abroad. How does Valentine ? 

Scan. O I hope he will do well again— I have a MefTage 
from him to your Niece Angelica. 

Fore. 1 think fhe has not return’d, fince file went abroad with 
Sir Satnpfon. 

Enter Ben., 

Mrs. Fore. Here’s Me. Benjamin, he can tell us if his Father 
be come Home. 

Ben. Who, Father ?' ay, he’s come home with a Vengeance. 
Mrs. Fore. Why, What’s the Matter ? 
Ben. Matter ! Why lie’s Mad. 
Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 
Ben. And there’s the handfbme young Woman, file, as they fay. 

Brother Val.- went mad for, file’s mad too, I think. 
Fore. O my poor Niece, my poor Niece, is file gone too? 

Well, 1 fhall-run mad next... 
Mrs. Fere. 
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Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad ? how d’ee mean ? 
JSen. Nay, 1*11 give you leave to guefs-I’ll undertake to 

make a Voyage to Ant ego a—No, hold, /mayn’t fay fo nei¬ 
ther-But I’ll fail as far as Ligorn, and back again, before 
you fhall guefs at the matter, and do nothing elfe ; Mefs you 
may take in all the Points of the Compafs, and not hit 
Right. 

Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little too much 
time. 

Ben. Why then I’ll tell you, There’s a new wedding upon. 
the Stocks; and they two are a going to be married to rights. ~ 

Scan. Who ? 
Ben. Why Father and-the Young Woman. I can’t 

hit of her Name. 
Scan. Angelica ? 
Ben. Aye, the fame. 
Mrs. Fere. Sir Sampfion and Angelica, impoflible ! 
Ben. That may be--but I’m fure it is as I tell you. 
Scan. ’S’death it’s a Jeff. I can’t believe it. 
Ben. Look you, Friend,- it’s nothing to me, whether you be¬ 

lieve it or no. What I fay is true; d’ee fee, they are married, 
or juft going to be married, I know not which. 

Fore. Well, but they are not Mad, that is, not Luna tick ? 
Ben. I don’t know what you may call Madnefs-But 

fhe’s mad for a Husband, and he’s Horn-mad, I think, or they’d 
ne’re make a Match together-Here they come. 

♦ 

Enter Sir Sam.pfon, Angelica, with Buckram. 

Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothfayer? This Uncle of mine 
eleCt ? a ha, Old Forefight, Uncle Forefight, wifh me Joy Un¬ 
cle Fore fight, double Joy, both as Uncle and Aftrologer ; here’s 
a Conjunction that was not foretold in all your Epbemeri's— 
The brighteft Star in the blew Firmament-is fhot from 
above, in a Jelly of Love, and fo forth; and I’m Lord of the 
Afcendant. Odd, you’re an old Fellow, Forefight; Unde / 
mean, a very old Fellow, Uncle Fcrefight; and'yet you fhall 
live to.dance at my Wedding; faith and troth you fhall. Odd 

we’ll 
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we’ll have the Mufickof the Spheres for thee, old Lilly, that 

will, and tliou flialt lead up a Dance in via Laftea. 
■'Fore, I’m Thunder-llrook 1 You are not married to my 

N iece ? ■ * - ■ 
Sir Samp. ^Tot abfolutely married, Uncle ; but very near it, 

within a Kifs of the matter, as you lee. LKJJfes Ang, 
Ang. ’Tis very true indeed, Uncle ; I hope you’ll be my Fa¬ 

ther, and give me. 
Sir Samp, That he lhall, or I’ll burn his Globes-Body 

o’me, he fbali be thy Father, I’ll make him thy Father, and 
thou fhalt make me a Father, and I’ll make thee a Mother, and 
we’ll beget Sons and Daughters enough to put the Weekly Bills 
out of Countenance. 

Scan. Death and Hell l WhertfsrValentine ? [ Exit Scan. 
Mrs. Fore. This is lb fiirprifing- 
Sir Samp. How 1 What does my Aunt lay ? Surprizing, Aunt ? 

Hot at ail, for a young Couple to make a Match in Winter ? 
Not at all —■ — It’s a Plot to undermine Cold Weather ; and 
deflroy that Ufurper of a Bed call’d a Warming-Pan. 

Mrs. Fore. I’m glad to hear you have lo much Fire in you, 
Sir Sampfon. \ , - 

Ben. Mels, I fear his Fire’s little better than Tinder; may 
hap it will only ferve to light up a Match for ibme body elfe. 
The Young Woman’s a Handfbm Young Woman, 1 can’t deny 
it: But, Father, if / might be your Pilot in this Cafe, you 
ihould not marry her. It’s jull the fame thing, as if fo be you 
fhould fail fo far as the Streights without Provifion. 

Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to fpeak, Sirrah? To 
your Element, Fifli, be mute, Fifh, and to Sea, rule your Helm, 
Sirrah, don’t direQ: me. * 1 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, or you 
mayn’t keep your own Veffel fteddy. 

Sir Samp. Why you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, do you 
bring your Fore-caftle Jeffs upon your Father? But I lhall be 
even with you, / won’t give you a Groat. Mr. Buckram is the 

-Conveyance fb worded, that nothing can poffibly defeend to 
this Scoundrel? I would not fb much as have him have the 
Profpe& of an Effate; tho’ there were no way to come to it, 
but by the Nortb-Eaft PafTage. 

Buckr. 
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Buekr. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; there 

is not the lead: Cranny of‘the Law unftopt. 
Ben. Lawyer, I believe there’s many a Cranny and Leak un¬ 

ftopt in your Conicience-If fb be that one had a Pump 
to your Boforn, I believe we fhoa’d difcover a foul Hold. They 
fay a Witch will fail in a Sieve-—But I believe the Devil 
wou’d not venture aboard o’ your Conicience. And that’s for 
you. 

Sir Samp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, who’s there ? 

Enter Tattle and Frail. . 

Frail. Q^Sifter, the molt: unlucky Accident! 
Mrs. Fore. What’s the Matter ? 
Tatt. O, the Two moft unforunate poor Creatures in the 

World we are. 
Fore. Blefs us! How fo ? 
Frail. Ah Mi*. Tattle and /, poor Mr. Tattle and / are--- 

I can’t fpeak it out. 
Tatt. Nor I-But poor Mrs. Frail and I are— 
Frail. Married. 
Mrs. Fore. Married! How ? 
Tatt. Suddainly — before we knew where we were—that 

Villain Jeremy, by the help of Difguifes, trickt us Into one 
another. 

Fore. Why, you told me juft now, you went hence in hafte 
to be married. 

Ang. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to me, 1 
thank him. 

Tatt. I did, as I hope to be fav’d, Madam, my Intentions 
were good-- - -But this is the moft cruel thing, to marry one 
does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore-The Devil 
take me if ever I was lb much concern’d at any thing in my Life. 

Ang. ’Tis very unhappy, if you don’t care for one another. 
Tatt. The leaft in the World-That is for my Part, I 

fpeak for my felf. Gad, I never had the leaft thought of ferious 
Kindnefs—J never lik’d any body left in my Life. Poor Wo¬ 
man ! Gad I’m forry for her too; for I have no reafon to hate 

her 
/ 
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her neither; but I believe / fhall lead her a damn’d fort of a 
Life. 

Mrs. Fore. He’s better than no Husband at all-tho lie’s 
A Coxcomb. . [Afide to Frail. 

Frail. 7 Aye, aye, it’s well-it’s no worfe—Nay, for my 
to her.) part 1 alwaysdefpifed Mr.Tattle of all things; no¬ 

thing but his being my Husband could have made me like him 
lefs. - i 

T'att. Look you there, I thought as much-—pox on’t, 1 
wifh we could keep it fecret, why I don’t believe any of this 
Company wou’d fpeak of it. 

Frail. But, my Dear, that’s impoflible; the Parfon and that 
Rogue Jeremy will publifh it. 

Tatt. Aye, my Dear, lb they will as you fay. 
Jng. O you’ll agree very well in a little time; Cuftom will 

make it eafieto you. 
Tatt. Eafie! Pox on’t, 1 don’t believe 1 fhall fleep to Night. 
Sir Samp. Sleep Quotha 1 No, why you would not .fleep o’ 

your Wedding Night? Pm an older Fellow than you, and 
don’t mean to fleep., _\VJ, .w. v 

Ben. Why there’s another Match now, as thof a couple of 
Privateers were looking for a Prize, and fhould fall foul of 
one another. I’m lorry for the Young Man with all my Heart. - 
Look you, Friend, if I may advife you, when file’s going, for 
that you mull: expeH, I have Experience of her, when fheS go¬ 
ing, let her go. For no Matrimony is tough enough to hold her, 
and if file can‘t drag her Anchor along with her, fhe‘11 break 
her Cable, I can tell you that. Who‘s here ? the. Madman ? 

Enter Valentine drefscd, Scandal, and Jeremy. 

Val. No; here‘s the Fool; and if occafion be, Pll give it un¬ 
der my hand. 

Sir Samp. How now? 
Val. Sir, Pm come to acknowledge my Errors, and ask your 

Pardon. 
Sir Samp. What, have you found your Senfes at laffc then ? 

In good time, Sir. . ;,7 . 
Val. You were abus’d, Sir, I never was Diftra&ed. 

Fore. 
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Fore, How! Not Mad ! Mr. Scandal, 
Scan, No really, Sir; Pm his Witnefs, it was all Counterfeit. 
Val, I thought I had Reafons-But it was a poor Contri¬ 

vance, the Effed has fhewn it fuch. 
Sir Samp, Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat your 

Father ! Sirrah, could you hope to profper ? 
Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endeavoured 

to undo the Son, it was a reafonablc return of Nature. 
Sir Samp. Very good, Sir——Mr. Buckram, are you rea¬ 

dy ?,-Come, Sir, will you fign and leal ? 
Val. If you pleafe, Sir; but firft I would ask this Lady one 

Queftion. 
Sir Samp. Sir, you muff ask my leave firft; that Lady, No, 

Sir ; you fhall ask that Lady no Queftions, till you have ask’d 
her Blefling, Sir ; that Lady is to be my Wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou’d have it from 
her own Mouth. 

Sir Samp. That’s as much as to fay, I lie, Sir, and you don’t 
believe what I fay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I refled that I very lately coun- 
terfeited'Madnefs ; I don’t know but the Frolick may go round. 

Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, fatisfie him, anfwer him;— 
Come, come, Mr. Buckram, the Pen and Ink. 

Buck. Here it is, Sir, with the Deed, all is ready; 
[Val. goes to Ang. 

Ang. ’Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love to me; 
nay, what if you were fincere ? ftiil you rmift pardon me, if 
I think my own Inclinations have a better Right to difpofe of 
my Perfon, than yours. 

• Sir Samp. Are you anfwer’d now, Sir ? 
Val. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Where’s your Plot, Sir ? and your Contrivance now, 

Sir? Will youfign, Sir? Come, will you fign and leal ? 
Val. With all my Heart, Sir. 
Scan. ’S’death, you are not mad indeed, to ruine yourfelf? 
Val. I have been difappointed of my only Hope; and he that 

lofeshope may part with any thing. I never valu’d Fortune, 
but as it was fubfervient to my Pleafure; and my only Pleafure 
was to pleafethis Lady: I have made many vain Attempts, and 
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find at laft, that nothing but my Ruine can efFeft it: Which, 
for that Reafon, I will fign to-'Give me the Paper. 

Ang. Generous Vdent me! [Afide. 
Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. 
yd. But where is the Bond, by which I am oblig’d to fign 

this? _ 
Buck. Sir Sampfon you have it. 
Ang. No, I have it; and I’ll ufe it, as I would every thing 

that is an Enemy to Vdentine. [Tears the Paper. 
Sir Samp. How now ! 
Val. Ha! 
Ang. Had I the World to give you, it cou’d not make me 

worthy of fo generous and faithful a Paflion: Here’s my Hand, 
my Heart was always yours,and ftruggl’d very hard to make this 
utmoft Tryalof your Virtue. [To Val 

Val. Between Pleafure and Amazement, I am loft-But on 
my Knees I take the Blefting. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what is the meaning of this ? 
Ben. Mefs, here’s the Wind chang’d again. Father, you and 

I may make a Voyage together now. 
Ang. Well, Sir Sampfon, fincel have plaid you a Trick, I’ll 

advile you, how you may avoid fucli another. Learn to be a 
good Father, or you’ll never get a fecondWife. I always 
lov’d your Son, and hated your unforgiving Nature. I was re- 
folv’d to try him totheutmoft ; I have try’d you too, and know 
you both. You have not more Faults than he has Virtues; and 
Yis hardly more Pleafure to me, that I can make him and my 
lelf happy, than that I can punifh you. 

Val. If my happinefs cou’d receive Addition, this Kind fur- 
prize would make it double. 

Sir Samp. Oons you’re a Crocodile. 
Tore. Really, Sir Sampfon, this is a fudden Eclipfe—— 
Sir Samp. You’re an illiterate Fool2 and Pm another, and the 

Stars are Lyars; and if I had Breath enough, I’d curie them and 
you, my felf and every Body—Oons, Cully’d, Bubbl’d, Jilted, 
Woman-bobb’d at laft—I have not Patience. [Exit Six Samp. 

T'att. If the Gentleman is in this diforder for want of a Wife, 
I can {pare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir ? I’m indebted to 
you for my Happinefs. . [to Jere. 
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Jere. Sir, I ask you Ten Thoufand Pardons, ’twas an errant 

millake——You fee, Sir, my Matter was never mad, nor 
any thing like it—--Then how could it be otberwife ? 

Val. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpofed between 
me and Heav’n ; but Providence laid Purgatory in your way_ 
You have but Juftice. 

Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampfon provided for his own 
Wedding; methinks ’tis pity they fhould not be employ’d when 
the Match is fo much mended. Valentine, tho’ it be Morning, 
we may have a Dance. 

Val. Any thing, my Friend, every thing that looks like Joy 
and Tranlport. 

Scan. Call ’em, Jeremy. 
Ang. I have done dilfembling now, Valentine; and if that 

Coldnefs which I have always worn before you, fhould turn 
to an extream Fondnefs, you mutt not fufpefr it. 

Val. I’ll prevent that fufpicion-For I intend to doat on 
at that immoderate rate, that your Fondnefs fhall never dittim 
guifh it felf enough, to be taken notice of. If ever you feem 
to love too much, it mutt be only when I can’t love enough. 

Ang. Flave a care of large Promifes; You know you are apt 
to run more in Debt than you are able pay. 

Val. Therefore I yield my Body as your Prifoner, and make 
your bett on’t. 

Scan. The Mufick ttays for you. 

Dance. 

Scan. Well, Madam, You have done Exemplary Juttice, in pu- 
nifhing an inhumane Father, and rewarding a Faithful Lover ; 
But there is a Third good Work, which I, in particular, mutt: 
thank you for ; I was an Infidel to your Sex; and you have 
converted me— -....For now I am convinc’d that all Women 
are not like Fortune, blind in bellowing Favours, either on thole 
who do not merit, or who do not want ’em. 

Ang. ’Tis an unreafbnable Accufation, that you lay upon our 
Sex: You tax us with Injuftice, only to cover your own want of 
Merit. You would all have the Reward of Love; but tew 
have the Conftancy to flay till it becomes your due. Men are 

gene-* 



< n ) 
generally Hypocrites and Infidels, theypretend to Worfbip, 
put have neither Zeal nor Faith ; How few, like Valentin*, 
would perlevere even unto Martyrdom, and facrifice their 
Intereft to their Conftancy ! Inadmiring<me, you mifplaee the 
Novelty. 

The Miracle to Day is, that rve find 
A Lover true: Not that a Woman's Kjnd. 

[Exeunt Omnes. 
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